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HERO AND LEANDER. 

VOL. III. A 



tIero and Leander: Be'ttn by Christohcr Marloe, and finished $y 
George Cha23man. Ut 2Vectar, Ingenium. London : t'ritted by IV. 
Okes for lVilliam geake, and are to be soM at kis shol in Chancery- 
lane neere tle Roules. I637. 43o. 
I have not had an opportunity of seeing the 4tos. of I598 or the 
4to. of I6oo. For the text of the Isham copy, I am indebted to 
the IVorks of George Chaibtnan : tgoems and l][inor Translalions 
I875. I have examined the texts of eds. I6o6, 63, I629, I637 ; 
and nay friend Mr. C. H. Firth has examined for me the Bodleian 
copy of ed. I6oo, in the margin of which Malone has noted the 
readings of the first edition. 



TO THE 

RIGHT-WORSHIPFUL SIR THOMAS WALSINGHAM, 

KNIGHT. 

Sir, we think not ourselves discharged of the duty we owe to our 
friend when we have brought the breathless body to the earth ; for 
albeit the eye there taketh his ever-farewell of that beloved object, 
yet the impression of the man that hath been dear unto us, living an 
after-life in our memory, there putteth us in mind of farther obsequies 
due unto the deceased ; and namely of the performance of whatso- 
ever we may judge shall make to his living credit and to the effecting 
of his determinations prevented by the stroke of death. By these 
meditations (as by an intellectual will) I suppose myself executor to 
the unhappily deceased author of this poem ; upon whom knowing 
that in his lifetime you bestowed many kind favours, entertaining 
parts of reckoning and worth which you found in him with good 
countenance and liberal affection, I cannot but see so far into the 
will of him dead, that whatsoever issue of his brain should chance 
to come abroad, that the first breath it should take might be the 
gentle air of your liking ; for, since his self had been accustomed 
thereunto, it would prove more agreeable and thriving to his right 
children than any other foster countenance whatsoever. At this 
time seeing that this unfinished tragedy happens under my hands to 
be imprinted ; of a double duty, the one to yourself, the other to the 
deceased, I present the same to your most favourable allowance, 
offering my utmost self now and ever to be ready at your worship's 
disposing : 

EDWARD BLUNT. 
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and Lcander. 

The outside of her garments were of lawn, 
The lining purple silk, with gilt stars drawn ; xo 
Her wide sleeves green, and border'd with a grove, 
Where Venus in her naked glory strove 
To please the careless and disdainful eyes 
Of proud Adonis, that before her lies ; 
Her kirtle blue, whereon was many a stain, 
Made with the blood of wretched lovers slain. 
Upon her head she ware  a myrtle wreath, 
From whence her veil reach'd to the ground beneath : 
Her veil was artificial flowers and leaves, 
Whose workmanship both man and beast deceives : 2o 
Many would praise the sweet smell as she past, 
When 'twas the odour which her breath forth cast ; 
And there for honey bees have sought in vain, 
And, beat from thence, have lighted there again. 
About her neck hung chains of pebble-stone, 
Which, lighten'd by her neck, like diamonds shone. 
She ware no gloves ; for neither sun nor wind 
Would burn or parch her hands, but, to her mind. 
Or warm or cool them, for they took delight 
To play upon those hands, they were so white. 3o 
Buskins of shells, all silver'd, used she, 
And branch'd with blushing coral to the knee ; 
Where sparrows perch'd of hollow pearl and gold, 
Such as the world would wonder to behold: 
Those with sweet water oft her handmaid fills, 
Which as she went, would cherup through the bills. 

Some editions give "wore." 



Fz)'st Sestiad. 

7 

Some say, for her the fairest Cupid pin'd, 
And, looking in her face, was strooken blind. 
But this is true ; so like was one the other, 
As he imagin'd Hero was his mother ; 4o 
And oftentimes into her bosom flew, 
About her naked neck his bare arms threw, 
And laid his childish head upon her breast, 
And, with still panting rock, 1 there took his rest. 
So lovely-fair was Hero, Venus' nun, 
As Nature wept, thinking she was undone, 
Because she took more from her than she left, 
And of such wondrous beauty her bereft : 
Therefore, in sign her treasure suffer'd wrack, 
Since Hero's time hath half the world been black. 50 
Amorous Leander, beautiful and young 
(Whose tragedy divine Mus,-eus sung), 
Dwelt at Abydos ; since him dwelt there none 
For whom succeeding times make o. eater moan. 
His dangling tresses, that were never shorn, 
Had they been cut, and unto Colchos borne, 
Would have allur'd the venturous youth of Greece 
To hazard more than for the golden fleece. 
Fair Cynthia vished his arms might be her Sphere ; 
Grief makes her pale, because she moves not 
there. 6o 
His body was as straight as Circe's wand; 
Jove might have sipt out nectar from his hand. 

Some eds. have "rockt," which may be the right reading. 
So ed, t637,--The earlier editions that I have seen read " may." 



Even as delicious meat is to the tast, 
So was his neck in touching, and surpast 
The white of Pelops' shoulder : I could tell ye, 
How smooth his breast was, and how white his belly; 
And whose immortal fingers did imprint 
That heavenly path with many a curious dint 
That runs along his back ; but my rude pen 
Can hardly blazon forth the loves of men, 70 
Much less of powerful gods : let it suffice 
That nay slack Muse sings of Leander's eyes ; 
Those orient cheeks and lips, exceeding his 
That leapt into the water for a kiss 
Of his own shadow, and, despising many, 
Died ere he could enjoy the love of any. 
Had wild Hippolytus Leander seen, 
Enamour'd of his beauty had he been: 
His presence made the rudest peasant melt, 
That in the vast uplandish country dwelt ; 80 
The barbarous Thracian soldier, mov'd with nought, 
Was mov'd with him, and for his favour sought. 
Some swore he was a maid in man's attire, 
For in his looks were all that men desire,-- 
A pleasant-smiling cheek, a speaking eye, 
A brow for love to banquet royally ; 
_And such as knew he was a man, would say 
"Leander, thou art made for amorous play : 
Why art thou not in love, and loved of all ? 
Though thou be fair, yet be not thine own thrall." 90 
The men of wealthy Sestos every year, 
For his sake whom their goddess held so dear, 



Firs! Sestiad. 

Rose-cheek'd 1 Adonis, kept a solemn feast : 
Thither resorted many a wandering guest 
To meet their loves : such as had none at all 
Came lovers home from this great festival; 
For every street, like to a firmament, 
Glister'd with breathing stars, who, where they went, 
Frighted the melancholy earth, which deem'd 
Eternal heaven to burn, for so it seem'd, 
As if another Phafiton had got 
The guidance of the sun's rich chariot. 
]3ut, far above the loveliest, Hero shin'd, 
And stole away th' enchanted gazer's mind ; 
For like sea-nymphs' inveigling harmony, 
So was her beauty to the standers by; 
Nor that night-wandering, pale, and watery 2 star 
(When yawning dragons draw her thirling 3 car 
From Latmus' mount up to the gloomy sky, 
Where, crown'd with blazing light and majesty, 
She proudly sits) more over-rules the flood 
Than she the hearts of those that near her stood. 
Even as when gaudy nymphs pursue the chase, 
Wretched Ixion's shaggy-footed race, 
Incens'd with savage heat, gallop amain 
From steep pine-bearing mountains to the plain, 

9 

IOO 

IIO 

a CL Venus and Adonis (1. 3)-- 
"Rose-cheek'd Adonis hied him to the chace." 
o. So Hamlet i. I-- 
  The moisl star, 
Upon whose influence Neptune's empire stands." 
 "ThriIIing--tremulously moving."--Dyce. Perhaps the meaning 
rather is penetrating--drilling its way through" the gloomy sky." 
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So ran the people forth to gaze upon her, 
And all that view'd her were enamour'd on her: 
And as in fury of a dreadful fight, 
Their fellows being slain or put to flight, 
Poor soldiers stand with fear of death dead-strooken, 
So at her presence all surpris'd and tooken, 
Await the sentence of her scornful eyes ; 
He whom she favours lives ; the other dies : 
There might you see one sigh ; another rage ; 
And some, their violent passions to assuage, 
Compile sharp satires ; but, alas, too late ! 
For faithful love will never turn to hate ; 
And many, seeing great princes were denied, 
Pin'd as they went, and thinking on her died. :o 
On this feast-day--O cursed day and hour 
Went Hero thorough Sestos, from her tower 
To Venus' temple, where unhappily, 
As after chanc'd, they did each other spy. 
So fair a church as this had Venus none : 
The walls were of discolour'd  jasper-stone, 
Wherein was Proteus carved ; and over-head 
A lively vine of green sea-agate spread, 
Where by one hand light-headed Bacchus hung, 
And with the other wine from grapes out-wrung. I4O 
Of crystal shining fair the pavement was ; 
The town of Sestos call'd it Venus' glass: 
There might you see the gods, in sundry shapes, 
Committing heady riots, incests, rapes ; 

Variegated (Lat. discolor). 
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tfero and Leander. 

And one especially do we affect 
Of two gold ingots, like in each respect : 
The reason no man knows, let it suffice, 
What we behold is censur'd by our eyes. 
Where both deliberate, the love is slight : 
Who ever lov'd, that lov'd not at first sight ? 1 
He kneel'd ; but unto her devoutly prayed : 
Chaste Hero to herself thus softly said, 
"Were I the saint he worships, I would hear him ;" 
And, as she spake those words, came somewhat near 
him. 8o 
He started up ; she blushed as one asham'd ; 
Wherewith Leander much more was inflam'd. 
He touch'd her hand ; in touching it she trembled : 
Love deeply grounded hardly is dissembled. 
These lovers parled by the touch of hands : 
True love is mute, and oft amazed stands. 
Thus while dumb signs their yielding hearts entangled, 
The air with sparks of living fire was spangled ; 
And night, 2 deep-drenched in misty Acheron, 
Heav'd up her head, and half the world upon i9o 
13reath'd darkness forth (dark night is Cupid's day) : 
And now begins Leander to display 
Love's holy fire, with words, with sighs, and tears; 
Which, like sweet music, enter'd Hero's ears ; 

This line is quoted in Asyou like it, iii. 5 :-- 
"Dead shepherd, now I find thy saw of might,- 
Who ever lov'd, that lov'd not at flrst sight." 
"A periphrasis of Night." Marginal note in ed. x598. 
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And yet at every word she turn'd aside 
And always cut him off, as he replied. 
At last, like to a bold sharp sophister, 
With cheerful hope thus he accosted her. 
"Fair creature, a let me speak without offence : 
I would my rude words had the influence 
To lead thy thoughts as thy fair looks do mine 
Then shouldst thou be his prisoner, who is thine. 
Be not unkind and fair ; mis-shapen stuff 
Are of behaviour boisterous and rough. 
O, shun me not, but hear me ere you go ! 
God knows, I cannot force love as you do : 
My words shall be as spotless as my youth, 
Full of simplicity and naked truth. 
This sacrifice, whose sweet perfmne descending 
From Venus' altar, to your footsteps bending, 
Doth testify that you exceed her far, 
To whom you offer, and whose nun you are. 
Why should you worship her ? her you surpass 
As much as sparkling diamonds flaring glass. 
A diamond set in lead his worth retains ; 
A heavenly nymph, belov'd of human swains, 
Receives no blemish, but ofttimes lnore grace ; 
Which makes me hope, although I am but base, 
Base in respect of thee divine and pure, 
Dutiful service may thy love procure ; 220 
And I in duty will excel all other, 
As thou in beauty dost exceed Love's mother. 

1 Lines I99-2o 4, 221-222, are quoted, not quite accurately, by 
Matthew in Every ,llan in ids ttumour, iv. i. 
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Heo and Lcau&: 

Nor heaven nor thou were made to gaze upon : 
As heaven preserves all things, so save thou one. 
A stately-builded ship, well rigg'd and tall, 
The ocean maketh more majestical ; 
Why vow'st thou, then, to live in Sestos here, 
Who on Love's seas more glorious wouldst appear ? 
Like untun'd golden strings all women are, 
Which long time lie untouch'd, will harshly jar. 230 
Vcssels of brass, oft handled, brightly shine: 
What difference betwixt 1 the richest mine 
And basest mould, but use ? for both, not us'd, 
Are of like worth. Then treasure is abus'd, 
When misers keep it: being put to loan, 
In time it will return us two for one. 
Rich robes themselves and others do adorn ; 
Neither themselves nor others, if not worn. 
Who builds a palace, and rmns up the gale, 
Shall see it ruinous and desolate : ,-40 
Ah, simple Hero, learn thyself to cherish ! 
Lone women, like to empty houses, perish. 
Less sins the poor rich man, that starves himself 
In heaping up a mass of drossy pelf, 
Than such as you : his golden earth remains, 
Which, after his decease some other gains ; 
But this fair gem, sweet in the loss alone, 
When you fleet hence, can be bequeath'd to none ; 
Or, if it could, down from th' enamell'd sky 
All heaven would come to claim this legacy, 250 

1 Some eds. give "between." 



aged Leander. 

Men foolishly do call it virtuous: 
What virtue is it, that is born with us ? 
Much less can honour be ascrib'd thereto : 
Honour is purchas'd by the deeds we do ; 280 
Believe me, Hero, honour is not won, 
Until some honourable deed be done. 
Seek you, for chastity, immortal fame, 
And know that some have wrong'd Diana's name ? 
Vhose name is it, if she be false or not, 
So she be fair, but some vile tongues will blot ? 
But you are fair, ay me ! so wondrous fair, 
So young, so gentle, and so debonair. 
As Greece will think, if thus you live alone, 
Some one or other keeps you as his own. 290 
Then, Hero, hate me not, nor from me fly, 
To follow swiftly-blasting infamy. 
Perhaps thy sacred priesthood makes thee loath : 
Tell me to whom mad'st thou that heedless oath ?" 
"To Venus," answer'd she ; and, as she spake, 
Forth from those two tralucent cisterns brake 
A stream of liquid pearl, which down her face 
Made milk-white paths, whereon the gods might trace 
To Jove's high court. He thus replied : "The rites 
In which Love's beauteous empress most delights, 300 
Are banquets, Doric music, midnight revel, 
Plays, masks, and all that stern age counteth evil. 
Thee as a holy idiot doth she scorn ; 
For thou, in vowing chastity, hast sworn 
To rob her name and honour, and thereby 
Committ'st a sin far worse than perjury, 
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Hero and Leander. 

Thus, having swallow'd Cupid's golden hook, 
The more she striv'd, the deeper was she strook : 
Yet, evilly feigning anger, strove she still, 
And would be thought to grant against her will. 
So having paus'd a while, at last she said, 
"Who taught thee rhetoric to deceive a maid ? 
Ay me ! such words as these should I abhor, 
And yet I like them for the orator." 
With that, Leander stooped to have embrac'd her, 
But from his spreading arms away she cast her, 
And thus bespake him : "Gentle youth, forbear 
To touch the sacred garments which I wear. 
Upon a rock, and underneath a hill, 
Far from the town (where all is whist 1 and still, 
Save that the sea, playing on yellow sand, 
Sends forth a rattling murmur to the land, 
Whose sound allures the golden Morpheus 
In silence of the night to visit us), 
My turret stands ; and there, God knows, I play 
With Venus' swans and sparrows all the day. 
A o dwarfish beldam bears me company, 
That hops about the chamber where I lie, 
And spends the night, that might be better spent, 
In vain discourse and apish merriment :-- 

340 

350 

Hushed. 
"To the ' beldam nurse' there occurs the following allusion in Dray- 
ton's Heroical Eibistle from Queen tlary to Charles Brandon :-- 
' There is no beldam nurse to powt nor lower 
When wantoning we revell in nay tower, 
Nor need I top my turret with a light, 
To guide thee to me as thou swim'st by night.' "--BrouKhton. 
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As she spake this, her tongue tripp'd, 

Come thither." 
For unawares "Come thither" from her slipp'd ; 
And suddenly her former colour chang'd, 
And here and there her eyes through anger rang'd ; 360 
And, like a planet moving several ways 
At one self instant, she, poor soul, assays, 
Loving, not to love at all, and every part 
Strove to resist the motions of her heart : 
And hands so pure, so innocent, nay, such 
As might have made Heaven stoop to have a touch, 
Did she uphold to Venus, and again 
Vow'd spotless chastity; but all in vain ; 
Cupid beats down her prayers with his wings ; 
Her vows above 1 the empty air he flings : 370 
All deep enrag'd, his sinewy bow he bent, 
And shot a shaft that burning from him went ; 
Wherewith she strooken, look'd so dolefully, 
As made Love sigh to see his tyranny  
And, as she wept, her tears to pearl he turn'd, 
And wound them on his arm, and for her mourn'd. 
Then towards the palace of the Destinies, 
Laden with languishment and grief, he flies, 
And to those stern nymphs humbly made request, 
Both might enjoy each other, and be blest. 380 
But with a ghastly dreadful countenance, 
Threatening a thousand deaths at every glance, 
They answer'd Love, nor would vouchsafe so much 
As one poor word, their hate to him was such : 

1 So the old eds.--Dyce reads "about." 
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Herewith he stay'd his fury, and began 
To give her leave to rise : away she ran ; 
After went Mercury, who used such cunning, 
.As she, to hear his tale, let off her running 
(Maids are not won by brutish force and might, 
But speeches full of pleasures and delight) ; 420 
And, knowing Hermes courted her, was glad 
That she such loveliness and beauty had 
As could provoke his liking ; yet was mute, 
And neither would deny nor grant his suit. 
Still vow'd he love : she, wanting no excuse 
To feed him with delays, as women use, 
Or thirsting after immortality, 
(All women are ambitious naturally), 
Impos'd upon her lover such a task, 
As he ought not perform, nor yet she ask; 430 
A draught of flowing nectar she requested, 
Wherewith the king of gods and men is feasted. 
He, ready to accomplish what she will'd, 
Stole some from Hebe (Hebe Jove's cup fill'd), 
And gave it to his simple rustic love: 
Which being known,--as what is hid from Jove ?- 
He inly stonn'd, and wax'd more furious 
Than for the fire filch'd by Prometheus ; 
And thrusts him down from heaven. He, wandering here, 
In mournful terms, with sad and heavy cheer, 440 
Complain'd to Cupid : Cupid, for his sake, 
To be reveng'd on Jove did undertake ; 
And those on whom heaven, earth, and hell relies, 
I mean the adamantine Destinies, 



First Scsliad. 

And to this day is every scholar poor: 
Gross gold from them runs headlong to the boor. 
Likewise the angry Sisters, thus deluded, 
To venge themselves on Hermes, have concludcd 
That Midas' brood shall sit in Honour's chair, 
To which the Muses' sons are only heir ; 
And fruitful wits, that inaspiring 1 are, 
Shall, discontent, run into regions far ; 
And few great lords in virtuous deeds shall joy 
But be surpris'd with every garish toy, 
And still enrich the lofty servile clown, 
Who with encroaching guile keeps learning down. 
Then muse not Cupid's suit no better sped, 
Seeing in their loves the Fates were injured. 

480 

1 This word cannot be right. Query, "high-aspiring?" 



( 4 ) 

THE SECOND SESTIAD. 

The trgument of the Second Sestiad. 
Hero of love takes deeper sense, 
And doth her love more recompense : 
Their first night's meeting, where sweet kisses 
Are th' only crowns of both their blisses 
I-Ie swims t' Abydos, and returns : 
Cold Neptune with his beauty burns ; 
Whose suit he shuns, and doth aspire 
Hero's fair tower and his desire. 
137 this, sad Hero, with love unacquainted, 
Viewing Leandcr's face, fell down and fainted. 
He kiss'd her, and brcath'd life 1 into her lips ; 
Wherewith, as one displeas'd, away she trips ; 
Yet, as she went, full often look'd behind, 
And many poor excuses did she find 
To linger by the way, and once she stay'd, 
And would have turn'd again, but was afraid, 
In offering parley, to be counted light: 
So on she goes, and, in her idle flight, 

IO 

a Cf. lom. andJuL v. i-- 
"I dreamed my lady came and found me dead, 
Strange dream that gives a dead man leave to think 
And breatlted such life with kisses in any lips, 
That I revived and was an emperor," 



26 t-lcro ctzoY Lecatc[er. 

I, and she wished, albeit not from her heart, 
That he would leave her turret and depart. 
The mirthful god of anaorous pleasure smiled 
To see how he this captive nymph beguiled ; 
For hitherto he did but fan the fire, 
And kept it down, that it lnight mount the 
higher. 
Now wax'd she jealous lest his love abated, 
Fearing her own thoughts made her to be 
hated. 
Therefore unto him hastily she goes, 
And, like light Sahnacis, her body throws 
Upon his bosom, where with yielding eyes 
She offers up herself a sacrifice 
To slake her anger, if he wcre displeased : 
O, what god would not therewith be appeased ? 
Like _/Esop's cock, this jewel he enjoyed, 
And as a brother with his sister toyed, 
Supposing nothing else was to be done, 
Now he her favour and goodwill had won. 
But know you not that creatures wanting sense, 
J3y nature have a mutual appetence, 
And, wanting organs to advance a step, 
Mov'd by love's force, unto each other lep ? 
Much more in subjects having intellect 
Some hidden influence breeds like effect. 
Albeit Leander, rude in love and raw, 
Long dallying with Hero, nothing saw 
That might delight him more, yet he suspected 
Some amorous rites or other were neglected. 

5 o 

6o 
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Set in a foreign place; and straight from thence, 
Alcides-like, by mighty violence, 
He would have chas'd away the swelling main 
That him from her unjustly did detain. 
Like as the sun in a diameter 
Fires and inflames objects removed far, 
And heateth kindly, shining laterally ; 
So beauty sweetly quickens when 'tis nigh, 
But being separated and removed, 
Burns where it cherished, murders where it loved. 
Therefore even as an index to a book, 
So to his mind was young Leander's look. i3o 
O, none but gods have power a their love to hide 
Affection by the countenance is descried ; 
The light of hidden fire itself discovers, 
And love that is concealed betrays poor lovers. 
His secret flame apparently was seen : 
Leander's father knew where he had been 
And for the same mildly rebuk'd his son 
Thinking to quench the sparkles new-begun. 
But love, resisted once, grows passionate, 
And nothing more than counsel lovers hate ; 
For as a hot proud horse highly disdains 
To have his head controlled, but breaks the reins, 
Spits forth the ringled  bit, and with his hoves 
Checks the submissive ground ; so he that loves, 

2 Some eds. give "'0, none have power but gods." 
 "In ages and countries vhere mechanical ingenuity has but few out- 
lets it exhausts itself in the constructions of bits, each more peculiar in 
form or more torturing in effect than that which has preceded it. I have 
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He heav'd him up, and, looking on his face, 
Beat down the bold waves with his triple mace, 
Which mounted up, intending to have kiss'd him, 
And fell in drops like tears because they miss'd him. 
Leander, being up, began to sv;im, 
And, looking back, saw Neptune follow him : 
Whereat aghast, the poor soul gan to cry, 
"O, let me visit Hero ere I die !" 
The god put Helle's bracelet on his arm, 
And swore the sea should never do him harm. 
He clapped his plmnp cheeks, with his tresses played, 
And, smiling wantonly, his love bewrayed ; 
He watched his arms, and, as they open'd wide 
At every stroke, betwixt them would he slide, 
And steal a kiss, and then run out and dance, 
And, as he turn'd, cast many a lustful glance, 
And throw him gaudy toys to please his eye, 
And dive into the water, and there pry 
Upon his breast, his thighs, and every limb, 
And up again, and close beside him swim, 
And talk of love. Leander made reply, 
" You are deceiv'd ; I am no woman, I." 
Thereat smil'd Neptune, and then told a tale, 
How that a shepherd, sitting in a vale, 
Play'd with a boy so lovely-fair 1 and kind, 
As for his love both earth and heaven pin'd ; 
That of the cooling river durst not drink, 
Lest water-nymphs should pull him from the brink ; 

So 

9 o 

Some eds. give "so faire and kind." Cf. Otlello, iv. 2-- 
"O thou wind 
Who art so lovely-fair and smell'st so sweet." 
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By this, Leander, being near the land, 
Cast down his weary feet, and felt the sand. 
Breathless albeit he were, he rested not 
Till to the solitary tower he got ; 3o 
And knocked and called: at which celestial noise 
The longing heart of Hero much more joys, 
Than nymphs and shepherds when the timbrel 
rings, 
Or crooked dolphin when the sailor sings. 
She stayed not for her robes, but straight arose, 
And, drunk with gladness, to the door she goes ; 
Where seeing a naked man, she screeched for fear 
(Such sights as this to tender maids are rare), 
And ran into the dark herself to hide 
(Rich jewels in the dark are soonest spied). -"40 
Unto her was he led, or rather drawn, 
By those white limbs which sparkled through the 
lawn. 
The nearer that he came, the more she fled, 
And, seeking refuge, slipt into her bed ; 
Whereon Leander sitting, thus began, 
Through numbing cold, all feeble, faint, and wan. 
"If not for love, yet, love, for pity-sake, 
Me in thy bed and maiden bosom take ; 
At least vouchsafe these arms some little room, 
Who, hoping to embrace thee, cheerly swoom : 5o 
This head was beat with many a churlish billow, 
And therefore let it rest upon thy pillow." 
Herewith affrighted, Hero shrunk away, 
And in her lukewarm place Leander lay ; 
VOL, Ill, C 
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Whose lively heat, like fire from heaven fet,  
Would animate gross clay, and higher set 
The drooping thoughts of base-declining souls, 
Than dreary-Mars-carousing nectar bowls. 
His hands he cast upon her like a snare: 
She, overcome with shame and sallow  fear, 
Like chaste Diana when Actaeon spied her, 
Being suddenly betray'd, div'd down to hide her 
And, as her silver body downward went, 
With both her hands she made the bed a tent, 
And in her own mind thought herself secure, 
O'ercast with dim and darksome coverture. 
And now she lets him whisper in her ear, 
Flatter, entreat, promise, protest, and swear: 
Yet ever, as he greedily assay'd 
To touch those dainties, she the harpy play'd, 
And every limb did, as a soldier stout, 
Defend the fort, and keep the foeman out ; 
For though the rising ivory mount he scal'd, 
Which is with azure circling lines empal'd, 
Much like a globe (a globe may I term this, 
By which Love sails to regions full of bliss), 
Yet there with Sisyphus he toil'd in vain, 
Till gentle parley did the truce obtain 
Even  as a bird, which in our hands we wring, 
Forth plungeth, and oft flutters with her wing, 
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1 Fetched. 
 Some eds. give "shallow." 
3 In the old eds. this line and the next stood after I. 30o. 
position was made by Singer ia the edition of 

The traits- 
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She trembling strove : this strife of hers, like that 
Which made the world, another world begat 
Of unknown joy. Treason was in her thought, 
And cunningly to yield herself she sought. 
Seeming not won, yet won she was at length : 
In such wars women use but half their strength. 
Leander now, like Theban Hercules, 
Enter'd the orchard of th' Hesperides ; 
Whose fruit none rightly can describe, but he 
That pulls or shakes it from the golden tree. 
Wherein Leander, on her quivering breast, 
Breathless spoke something, and sigh'd out 
rest ; 
Which so prevail'd, as he with small ado, 
Enclos'd her in his arms, and kiss'd her too : 
And every kiss to her was as a charm, 
And to Leander as a fresh alarm : 
So that the truce was broke, and she, alas, 
Poor silly maiden, at his mercy was. 
Love is not full of pity, as men say, 
But deaf and cruel where he means to prey. 
And now she wish'd this night were never done, 
And sigh'd to think upon th' approaching sun ; 
For much it griev'd her that the bright day-light 
Should know the pleasure of this blessed night, 
And them, like Mars and Erycine, display 1 
Both in each other's arms chain'd as they lay. 
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Old eds.--" then .... dislzlaid" and in the next line "laid." 
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And ran before, as harbinger of light, 
And with his flaring beams mock'd ugly Night, 
Till she, o'ercome with anguish, shame, and rage, 
Dang'd 1 down to hell her loathsome carriage. 

1 Dinged, dashed. Some eds. give "hufled."--Here Marlowe's 
share ends. 
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TIIE EPISTLE 1 DEDICATORY 

TO MY 

BEST ESTEEMED AND WORTHILY HONOURED LADY THE 
LADY WALSINGHAM, 
ONE OF THE LADIES OF HER MAJESTY'S BED-CHAM]]ER. 
1 PRESENT your ladyship with the last affections of the first two 
Lovers that ever Muse shrined in the Temple of Memory ; being 
drawn by strange instigation to employ some of my serious time  
so trifling a subject, which yet made the first Author, divine Maeus, 
eternal. And were it not that we must subject our accounts of these 
common received conceits to servile custom, it gs much against 
my hand to si that for a trifling subject on which more worthiness 
of soul hath been shewed, and weight of divine wit, than can vouch- 
safe residence in the leaden gravity of any money-monger ; in whose 
profession all serio subjects are concluded. But he that shuns 
trifles must shun the world ; out of vhose reverend heaps of sub- 
stance and austerity I can and will ere long single or tumble out as 
brainless and passionate fooleries as ever panted in the bosom of 
the most ridiculous lover. Accept it, therefore, good Madam, though 
as a trifle, yet as a serious argument of my affection ; for to be 
thought thankful for all free and honourable favours is a great sum 
of that riches my whole thrift intendeth. 

This Epistle is only found in the Isham copy, x598. 
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Such uncourtly and silly dispositions as mine, whose contentment 
hath other objects than profit or glory, are as glad, simply for the 
naked merit of virtue, to honour such as advance her, as others that 
are hard to commend with deepliest politique bounty. 
It hath therefore adjoined much contentment to my desire of your 
true honour to hear men of desert in court add to mine own know- 
ledge of your noble disposition how gladly you do your best to 
prefer their desires, and have as absolute respect to their mere good 
parts as if they came perfumed and charmed with golden incite- 
ments. And this most sweet inclination, that flows from the truth 
and eternity of Nobles[se], assure your Ladyship cloth more suit your 
other ornaments, and makes more to the advancement of your name 
and happiness of your proceedings, than if like others you dis- 
played ensigns of state and sourness in your forehead, made smooth 
with nothing but sensuality and presents. 
This poor Dedication (in figure of the other unity betwixt Sir 
Thomas and yourself) hath rejoined you with him, my honoured 
best friend ; whose continuance of ancient kindness to my still- 
obscured estate, though it cannot increase my love to him which 
hath been entirely circular ; yet shall it encourage my deserts to 
their utmost requital, and make my hearty gratitude speak ; to 
which the unhappiness of my life hath hitherto been uncomfortable 
and painful dumbness. 

13y your Ladyship's vowed in 
most wished service, 
GEORGE CHAPMAN. 



THE THIRD SESTIAD. 
The qrgument oft/re 2"bird Sestiad. 
Leander to the envious light 
Resigns his night-sports with the night, 
And swims the Hellespont again. 
Thesme, the deity sovereign 
Of customs and religious rites, 
Appears, reproving 1 his delights, 
Since nuptial honours he neglected ; 
Wlfich straight he vows shall be effected. 
Fair Hero, left devirginate, 
Weighs, and with fury wails her state ; IO 
But with her love and woman's wit 
She argues and approveth it. 
Nrw light gives new directions, fortunes new, 
To fashion our endeavours that ensue. 
More harsh, at least more hard, more grave and high 
Our subject runs, and our stern Muse must fly. 
Love's edge is taken off, and that light flame, 
Those thoughts, joys, longings, tlat before became 
High unexperienc'd blood, and maids' sharp plights, 
Must now grow staid, and censure the delights, 
That, being enjoy'd, ask judgment ; now we praise, 
As having parted : evenings crown the days. io 

Old eds. "improving." 
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Joy graven in sense, like snow 1 in water, wasts : 
Without preserve of virtue, nothing lasts. 
What man is he, that with a wealthy eye 
Enjoys a beauty richer than the sky, 
Through whose white skin, softer than soundest sleep, 
With damask eyes the ruby blood doth peep, 40 
And runs in branches through her azure veins, 
Vhose mixture and first fire his love attains ; 
Whose both hands limit both love's deities, 
And sweeten human thoughts like Paradise ; 
Vhose disposition silken is and kind, 
Directed with an earth-exempted mind ;- 
Who thinks not heaven with such a love is given ? 
And who, like earth, would spend that dower of heaven, 
With rank desire to joy it all at first ? 
Vhat simply kills our hunger, quencheth thirst, 5o 
Clothes but our nakedness, and makes us live, 
Praise doth not any of her favours give : 
But what doth plentifully minister 
Beauteous apparel and delicious cheer, 
So order'd that it still excites desire, 
And still gives pleasure freeness to aspire, 
The palm of Bounty ever moist preserving ; 
To Love's sweet life this is the courtly carving. 

1 ,, It is not likely that Bums had ever read Hero and Leander, but 
compare Tam o' S]anter-- 
' But pleasures are like pppies spread, 
You seize the flower, its bloom is shed, 
Or like the snow falls in the river, 
/k moment white--then melts for ever ! '" 
--Cunningham. 
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Thus Time and all-states-ordering Ceremony 
Had banish'd all offence : Time's golden thigh 60 
Upholds the flowery body of the earth 
In sacred harmony, and every birth 
Of men and actions  makes legitimate ; 
Being us'd aright, the use of time is fate. 
Yet did the gentle flood transfer once more 
This prize of love home to his father's shore ; 
Where he unlades himself on that false wealth 
That makes few rich,--treasures compos'd by stealth ; 
And to his sister, kind Hermione 
(Vho on the shore kneel'd, praying to the sea 70 
For his return), he all love's goods did show, 
/In Hero seis'd for him, in him for Hero. 
His most kind sister all his secrets knew, 
_And to her, singing, like a shower, he flew, 
Sprinkling the earth, that to their tombs took in 
Streams dead for love, to leave his ivory shin, 
Which yet a snowy foam did leave above, 
As soul to the dead water that did love ; 
And from hence did the first white roses spring 
(For love is sweet and fair in everything), 8o 
And all the sweeten'd shore, as he did go, 
Vas crown'd with odorous roses, white as snow. 
Love-blest Leander was with love so fill'd, 
That love to all that touch'd him he instill'd ; 
And as the colours of all things we see, 
To our sight's powers comnmnicated be, 

1 In .England's Parnassus the reading is "of men audacious." 
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So to all objects that in compass came 
Of any sense he had, his senses' flame 
Flow'd from his parts with force so virtual, 
It fir'd with sense things mere 1 insensual. 9o 
Now, with warm baths and odours comforted, 
When he lay down, he kindly kiss'd his bed, 
As consecrating it to Hero's right, 
And vow'd thereafter, that whatever sight 
Put him in mind of Hero or her bliss, 
Should be her altar to prefer a kiss. 
Then laid he forth his late-enriched arms, i 
In whose white circle Love writ all his charms, 
And made his characters sweet Hero's limbs, 
When on his breast's warm sea she sideling swims ; 
And as those arms, held up in circle, met, 
He said, "See, sister, Hero's carquenet ! 
Which she had rather wear about her neck, 
Than all the jewels that do Juno deck." 
But, as he shook with passionate desire 
To put in flame his other secret fire, 
A music so divine did pierce his ear, 
As never yet his ravish'd sense did hear ; 
When suddenly a light of twenty hues 
Brake through the roof, and, like the rainbow, views, 
Amaz'd Leander : in whose beams came down 
The goddess Ceremony, with a crown 
Of all the stars ; and Heaven with her descended : 
Her flaming hair to her bright feet extended, 

1 Who]/),. 
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By which hung all the bench of deities ; 
And in a chain, compact of ears and eyes, 
She led Religion: all her body was 
Clear and transparent as the purest glass, 
For she was all  presented to the sense: 
Devotion, Order, State, and Reverence, 
Her shadows were ; Society, Memory ; 
All which her sight made live, her absence die. 
A rich disparent pentacle ,2. she wears, 
Drawn full of circles and strange characters. 
Her face was changeable to every eye ; 
One way look'd ill, another graciously ; 
Which while men view'd, they cheerful 
holy, 
But looking off, vicious and melancholy. 
The snaky paths to each observed law 
Did Policy in her broad bosom draw. 
One hand a mathematic crystal sways, 
Which, gathering in one line a thousand rays 
From her bright eyes, Confusion burns to death, 
And all estates of men distinguisheth : 
By it Morality and Comeliness 
Themselves in all their sightly figures dress. 
Her other hand a laurel rod applies, 
To beat back Barbarism dnd Avarice, 
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x Some eds. give "For as she was." 
2 A magical figure formed of intersected triangles. It was supposed 
to preserve the wearer from the assaults of demons. ' Disparent would 
seem to mean that the five points of the ornaments radiated di.tinctly 
one from the other."--Cu2zninghaJn. 
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That follow'd, eating earth and excrement 
And human limbs ; and would make proud ascent x4o 
To seats of gods, were Ceremony slain. 
The Hours and Graces bore her glorious train ; 
And all the sweets of our society 
Were spher'd and treasur'd in her bounteous eye. 
Thus she appear'd, and sharply did reprove 
Leander's bluntness in his violent love ; 
Told him how poor was substance without rites, 
Like bills unsign'd ; desires without delights ; 
Like meats unseason'd; like rank corn that 
grows 
On cottages, that none or reaps or sows ; 5o 
Not being with civil forms confirm'd and bounded, 
For human dignities and comforts founded ; 
13ut loose and secret all their glories hide ; 
Fear fills the chamber, Darkness decks the 
bride. 
She vanish'd, leaving pierc'd Leander's heart 
With sense of his unceremonious part, 
In which, with plain neglect of nuptial rites, 
He close and flatly fell to his delights : 
And instantly he vow'd to celebrate 
All rites pertaining to his married state. 6o 
So up he gets, and to his father goes, 
To whose glad ears he doth his vows disclose. 
The nuptials are resolv'd with utmost power ; 
And he at night would swim to Hero's tower, 
From whence he meant to Sestos' forkbd bay 
To bring her covertly, where ships must stay, 
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Sent by his a father, throughly rigg'd and mann'd, 
To waft her safely to Abydos' strand. 
There leave we him ; and with fresh wing pursue 
Astonish'd Hero, whose most wished view 
I thus long have foreborne, because I left her 
So out of countenance, and her spirits bereft her: 
To look on one abash'd is impudence, 
When of slight faults he hath too deep a sense. 
Her blushing het ,2 her chamber ; she look'd out, 
And all the air she purpled round about ; 
And after it a foul black day befell, 
Which ever since a red morn doth foretell, 
And still renews our woes for Hero's woe ; 
And foul it prov'd because it figur'd so 
The next night's horror ; which prepare to hear ; 
I fail, if it profane your daintiest ear. 
Then, ho, 3 most strangely-intellectual fire, 
That, proper to nay soul, hast power t' inspire 
Her burning faculties, and with the wings 
Of thy unspherd flame visit'st the springs 
Of spirits immortal ! Now (as swift as Time 
Doth follow Motion) find th' eternal clime 
Of his free soul, whose living subject 4 stood 
Up to the chin in the Pierian flood, 
And drunk to me half this Musean story, 
Inscribing it to deathless memory: 
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Old eds. "her." 
Heated. 
Old eds. "how." 
aSubstance, as opposed to spirit. 

Cf. note, VI. i., =o 3. 
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And all her peaceful mansions possess'd 
With war's just spoil, and many a foreign guest 
From every corner driving an enjoyer, 
Supplying it with power of a destroyer. 
So far'd fair Hero in th' expugnd fort 
Of her chaste bosom ; and of every sort 
Strange thoughts possess'd her, ransacking her breast 
For that that was not there, her wonted rest. 
She was a mother straight, and bore with pain 
Thoughts that spake straight, and wish'd their mother 
shin ; 
She hates their lives, and they their own and hers : 
Such strife still grows where sin the race prefers : 
Love is a golden bubble, full of dreams, 
That waking breaks, and fills us with extremes. 
She mus'd how she could look upon her sire, 
And not shew that without, that was intire ; 1 
For as a glass is an inanimate eye, 
And outward forms embraceth inwardly, 
So is the eye an animate glass, that shows 
In-forms without us ; and as Phcebus throws 
His beams abroad, though he in clouds be clos'd, 
Still glancing by them till he find oppos'd '4o 
A loose and rorid vapour that is fit 
T' event 2 his searching beanas, and useth it 
To form a tender twenty-colour'd eye, 
Cast in a circle round about the sky ; 

Within. 0' V6nt forth, 

VOL. III. D 
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And takes away all feeling of offence, 
Yet braz'd not Hero's brow with impudence ; 
And this she thought most hard to bring to pass, 
To seem in countenance other than she was, 270 
As if she had two souls, one for the face, 
One for the heart, and that they shifted place 
As either list to utter or conceal 
XVhat they conceiv'd, or as one soul did deal 
With both affairs at once, keeps and ejects 
Both at an instant contrary effects ; 
Retention and ejection in her powers 
Being acts alike ; for this one vice of ours, 
That forms the thought, and sways the countenance, 
Rules both our motion and our utterance. 2So 
These and more grave conceits toil'd Hero's spirits ; 
For, though the light of her discoursive wits 
Perhaps might find some little hole to pass 
Through all these worldly cinctures, yet, alas! 
There was a heavenly flame encompass'd her, m 
Her goddess, in whose fane she did prefer 
Her virgin vows, from whose impulsive sight 
She knew the black shield of the darkest night 
Could not defend her, nor wit's subtlest art : 
This was the point pierc'd Hero to the heart ; 290 
Who, heavy to the death, with a deep sigh, 
And hand that languished, took a robe was nigh, 
Exceeding large, and of black cypres i made, 
In which she sate, hid from the day in shade, 

kind of crape. 
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Even over head and face, down to her feet; 
Her left hand made it at her bosom meet, 
Her right hand lean'd on her heart-bowing knee, 
Wrapp'd in unshapeful folds, 'twas death to see ; 
Her knee stay'd that, and that her falling face ; 
Each limb help'd other to put on disgrace : 3o0 
No form was seen, where form held all her sight ; 
But like an embryon that saw never light, 
Or like a scorched statue made a coal 
With three-wing'd lightning, or a wretched soul 
Muffled with endless darkness, she did sit: 
The night had never such a heavy spirit. 
Yet might a penetrating  eye well see 
How fast her clear tears melted on her knee 
Through her black veil, and turn'd as black as it, 
![ourning to be her tears. Then wrought her wit 
With her broke vow, her goddess' wrath, her fame,-- 
All tools that enginous o. despair could frame : 
Which made her strew the floor with her torn hair, 
And spread her mantle piece-meal in the air. 
Like Jove's son's club, strong passion struck her down, 
And with a piteous shriek enforc'd her swoun : 
Her shriek made with another shriek ascend 
The frighted matron that on her did tend ; 
And as with her own cry her sense was slain, 
So with the other it was called again. 32o 

x So the modern editors for an " imitating." 
- Ingenious. Chapman has the form "ennous "in his translation 
the Odyssey, i. 452, 
"By open force or prospects engineus." 
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She rose, and to her bed made forced way, 
And laid her down even where Leander lay ; 
And all this while the red sea of her blood 
Ebb'd with Leander : but now turn'd the flood, 
And all her fleet of spirits came swelling in, 
With child 1 of sail, and did hot fight begin 
With those severe conceits she too much marked: 
And here Leander's beauties were embarked. 
He came in swimming, painted all with joys, 
Such as might sweeten hell: his thought destroys 
All her destroying thoughts ; she thought she felt 
His heart in hers, with her contentions melt, 
And chide her soul that it could so much err, 
To check the true joys he deserved in her. 
Her fresh-heat blood cast figures in her eyes, 
And she suppos'd she saw in Neptune's skies 
How her star wander'd, wash'd in smarting brine, 
For her love's sake, that with immortal wine 
Should be embath'd, and swim in more heart's-ease 
Than there was water in the Sestian seas. 
Then said her Cupid-prompted spirit, "Shall I 
Sing moans to such delightsome harmony ? 
Shall slick-tongu'd Fame, patch'd up with voices rude, 
The drunken bastard of the multitude 
(Begot when father Judgment is away, 
And, gossip-like, says because others say, 
Takes news as if it were too hot to eat, 
And spits it slavering forth for dog-fees meat), 
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Some modem editors unnecessarily give "With crowd of sail." 
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Make me, for forging a fantastic vow, 
Presume to bear what makes grave matrons bow ? 35o 
Good vows are never broken with good deeds, 
For then good deeds were bad : vows are but seeds, 
And good deeds fruits ; even those good deeds that grow 
From other stocks than from th' observhd vow. 
That is a good deed that prevents a bad : 
Had I not yielded, slain myself I had. 
Hero Leander is, Leander Hero ; 
Such virtue love hath to make one of two. 
If, then, Leander did my maidenhead git, 
Leander being myself, I still retain it : 360 
We break chaste vows when we live loosely ever, 
But bound as we are, we live loosely never: 
Two constant lovers being join'd in one, 
Yielding to one another, yield to none. 
We know not how to vow till love unblind us, 
And vows made ignorantly never bind us. 
Too true it is, that, when 'tis gone, men hate 
The joy  as vain they took in love's estate: 
But that's since they have lost the heavenly light 
Should show them way to judge of all things right. 370 
XVhen life is gone, death must implant his terror : 
As death is foe to life, so love to error. 
Before we love, how range we through this sphere, 
Searching the sundry fancies hunted here : 
Now with desire of wealth transported quite 
Beyond our free humanity's delight; 

Old eds. "joys." 
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Now with ambition climbing falling towers, 
XVhose hope to scale, our fear to fall devours ; 
Now rapt with pastimes, pomp, all joys impure : 
In things without us no delight is sure. 3So 
But love, with all joys crowned, within doth sit : 
O goddess, pity love, and pardon it !" 
Thus spake she  weeping : but her goddess' ear 
Burn'd with too stern a heat, and would not hear. 
Ay me ! hath heaven's strait fingers no more graces 
For such as Hero _o than for homeliest faces ? 
Yet she hoped well, and in her sweet conceit 
Weighing her arguments, she thought them weight, 
And that the logic of Leander's beauty, 
And them together, would bring proofs of duty ; 385 
And if her soul, that was a skilful glance 
Of heaven's great essence, found such imperance 3 
In her love's beauties, she had confidence 
Jove loved him too, and pardoned her offence: 
Beauty in heaven and earth this grace doth win, 
It supples rigour, and it lessens sin. 
Thus, her sharp wit, her love, her secrecy, 
Trooping together, made her wonder why 
She should not leave her bed, and to the temple ; 
Her health said she must live ; her sex, dissemble. 4oo 
She viewed Leander's place, and wished he were 
Turned to his place, so his place were Leander. 

Old eds. "he." 
Some eds. give "For such a Hero." 
Command. 
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"Ay me," said she, "that love's sweet life and sense 
Should do it harm ! nay love had not gone hence 
Had he been like his place : 0 blessdd place, 
Image of constancy ! Thus my love's grace 
Parts nowhere, but it leaves something behind 
Vorth observation : he renowns his kind : 
His motion is, like heaven's, orbicular, 
For where he once is, he is ever there. 
This place was mine; Leander, now 'tis thine $ 
Thou being myself, then it is double mine, 
Mine, and Leander's mine, Leander's mine. 
0, see what wealth it yields me, nay, yields him ] 
For I am in it, he for me doth swim. 
Rich, fruitful love, that, doubling self estates, 
Elixir-like contracts, though separates ! 
Dear place, I kiss thee, and do welcome thee, 
As from Leander ever sent to me." 

4IO 
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THE FOURTH SESTIAD. 

The Argument of the tZourlh SesliaL 
Hero, in sacred habit deckt, 
Doth private sacrifice effect. 
tier scarps description, wrought by Fate 
Ostents that threaten her estate ; 
The strange, yet physical, events, 
Leauder's counterfeit a presents. 
In thunder Cyprides descends, 
Presaging both the lovers' ends : 
Ecte, the goddess of remorse, 
With vocal and articulate force 
Inspires Leucote, Venus' swan, 
T' excuse the Beauteous Sestian. 
Venus, to wreak her rites' abuses 
Creates the monster Eronusis, 
Inflaming Hero's sacrifice 
With lightning darted from her eyes ; 
And thereof springs the painted beast 
That ever since taints every breast. 

Now from Leander's place she rose, and found 
Her hair and rent robe scatter'd on the ground 
Which taking up, she every piece did lay 
Upon an altar, where in youth of day 

IO 

Picture. 



She us'd t' exhibit private sacdice : 
Those would she offer to the deities 
Of her fair goddess and her powerful son, 
As relics of her latc-felt passion ; 
And in that holy sort she vow'd to cnd them, 
In hope her violent fancies, that did rend them, 
Would as quite fade in her love's holy fire, 
As they should in the flames she meant t' inspire. 
Then put she on all her religious weeds, 
That decked her in her secret sacred deeds ; 
A crown of icicles, that sun nor fire 
Could ever mclt, and figur'd chaste desire ; 
A golden star shined in her naked breast, 
In honour of the queen-light of the east. 
In her right hand she held a silver wand, 
On whose bright top Pedstera did stand. 2o 
Who was a nymph, but now transformed a dove, 
And in her life was dear in Venus' love ; 
And for her sake she ever since that time 
Choosed doves to draw her coach through heaven's blue 
clime. 
Her plenteous hair in curled billows swims 
On her bright shoulder: her harmonious lhnbs 
Sustained no more but a most subtile veil, 
That hung on them, as it durst not assail 
Their different concord ; for the weakest air 
Could raise it swelling from her beauties fair ; 30 
Nor did it cover, but adumbrate only 
Her most heart-piercing parts, that a blest eye 
Might see, as it did shadow, fearfully, 
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All that all-love-deserving paradise : 
It was as blue as the most freezing skies; 
Near the sea's hue, for thence her goddess came : 
On it a scarf she wore of wondrous frame; 
In midst whereof she wrought a virgin's face, 
From whose each cheek a fiery blush did chase 
Two crimson flames, that did two ways extend, 
Spreading the auaple scarf to either end; 
Which figur'd the division of her mind, 
Whiles yet she rested bashfully inclin'd, 
And stood not resolute to wed Leander ; 
This serv'd her white neck for a purple sphere, 
And cast itself at full breadth down her back : 
There, since the first breath that begun the wrack 
Of her free quiet from Leander's lips, 
She wrought a sea, in one flame, full of ships; 
But that one ship where all her wealth did pass, 
Like simple merchants' goods, Leander was ; 
For in that sea she naked figured him ; 
Her diving needle taught him how to swim, 
And to each thread did such resemblance give, 
For joy to be so like him it did live : 
Things senseless live by art, and rational die 
By rude contempt of art and industry. 
Scarce could she work, but, in her strength of thought, 
She fear'd she prick'd Leander as she wrought, 1 

4o 

5o 

1 ,, This conceit was suggested to Chaprnan by a passage in Skelton's 
thyllyp Sfiarozae : 
"t3ut vhan I vas sowing his beke, 
Methought, nay sparow did speke 
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As they would straightways die : when lity's queen, 
The goddess Ecte, 1 that had ever been 
Hid in a watery cloud near Hero's cries, 270 
Since the first instant of her broken eyes, 
Gave bright Leucote voice, and made her speak, 
To ease her anguish, whose swoln breast did break 
With anger at her goddess, that did touch 
Hero so near for that she us'd so much ; 
And, thrusting her white neck at Venus, said : 
"Why may not anaorous Hero seem a maid, 
Though she be none, as well as you suppress 
In modest cheeks your inward wantonness ? 
How often have we drawn you from above, -,,80 
T' exchange with mortals rites for rites in love ! 
Why in your priest, then, call you that offence, 
That shines in you, and is 9. your influence ?" 
With this, the Furies stopp'd Leucote's lips, 
Enjoin'd by Venus ; who with rosy whips 
Beat the kind bird. Fierce lightning from her 
eyes 
Did set on fire fair Hero's sacrifice, 
Which was her torn robe and enforced hair ; 
And the bright flame became a maid most fair 
For her aspect : her tresses were of wire, 290 
Knit like a net, where hearts set all on fire, 
Struggled in pants, and could not get releast ; 
I-Ier arms were all with golden pincers drest, 

From Gr. oKro.9 
*-Sorne eds.," in." 
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And twenty-fashioned knots, pulleys, and brakes, 
And all her body girt with painted snakes; 
Her down-parts in a scorpion's tail combined, 
Freckled with twenty colours ; pied wings shined 
Out of her shoulders ; cloth had never dye, 
Nor sweeter colours never viewed eye, 
In scorching Turkey, Cares, Tartary, 300 
Than shined about this spirit notorious; 
Nor was Arachne's web so glorious. 
Of lightning and of shreds she was begot; 
More hold in base dissemblers is there not. 
Her name was Eronusis.  Venus flew 
From Hero's sight, and at her chariot drew 
This wondrous creature to so steep a height, 
That all the world she might command with sleight 
Of her gay wings ; and then she bade her haste,- 
Since Hero had dissembled, and disgraced 3*0 
Her rites so much,--and every breast infect 
With her deceits : she made her architect 
Of all dissimulation; and since then 
Never was any trust in maids or men. 
O, it spited 
Fair Venus' heart to see her most delighted, 
And one she choos'd, for temper of her mind 
To be the only ruler of her kind, 
So soon to let her virgin race be ended ! 
Not simply for the fault a whit offended, 320 

1 " A compound, probably, from fp0 and udao or uoao lonice." 
Ed. xS. 
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A nymph that haunted the green Sestian groves, 
And would consort soft virgins in their loves, 
At gaysome triumphs and on solemn days, 
Singing prophetic elegies and lays, 
And fingering of a silver lute she tied 
With black and purple scarfs by her left side. 
Apollo gave it, and her skill withal, 
And she was term'd his dwarf, she was so small : 70 
Yet great in virtue, for his beams enclosed 
His virtues in her ; never was proposed 
Riddle to her, or augury, strange or new, 
But she resolv'd it ; never slight tale flew 
From her charm'd lips without important sense, 
Shown in some grave succeeding consequence. 
This little sylvan, with her songs and tales, 
Gave such estate to feasts and nuptials, 
That though ofttimes she forewent tragedies, 
Yet for her strangeness still she pleas'd their eyes ; 80 
And for her smallness they admir'd her so, 
They thought her perfect born, and could not grow. 
All eyes were on her. Hero did command 
An altar decked with sacred state should stand 
At the feast's upper end, close by the bride, 
On which the pretty nymph might sit espied. 
Then all were silent ; every one so hears, 
As all their senses climb'd into their ears : 
And first this anaorous tale, that fitted well 
Fair Hero and the nuptials, she did tell. 9o 
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The Tale of Teras. 
Hymen, that now is god of nuptial rites, 
And crowns with honour Love and his delights, 
Of Athens was a youth, so sweet of face, 
That many thought him of the female race ; 
Such quickening brightness did his clear eyes dart, 
Warm went their beams to his beholder's heart, 
In such pure leagues his beauties were combin'd, 
That there your nuptial contracts first were signed ; 
For as proportion, white and crimson, meet 
In beauty's mixture, all right clear and sweet, 
The eye responsible, the golden hair, 
And none is held, without the other, fair ; 
All spring together, all together fade ; 
Such intermix'd affections should invade 
Two perfect lovers ; which being yet unseen, 
Their virtues and their comforts copied been 
In beauty's concord, subject to the eye ; 
And that, in Hymen, pleased so matchlessly, 
That lovers were esteemed in their full grace, 
Like form and colour mixed in Hymen's face ; 
And such sweet concord was thought worthy then 
Of torches, music, feasts, and greatest men : 
So Hymen look'd that even the chastest mind 
He mov'd to join in joys of sacred kind ; 
For only now his chin's first down consorted 
His head's rich fleece in golden curls contorted ; 
And as he was so loved, he loved so too : 
So should best beauties bound by nuptials, do. 

75 
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Nor grac'd it Hymen yet; but many a dart, 
And many an amorous thought, enthralled 1 his heart, 
Ere he obtained her ; and he sick became, 
Forced to abstain her sight; and then the flame 
Raged in his bosom. O, what grief did fill him ! 
Sight made him sick, and want of sight did kill 
lqim. ISO 
The virgins wonder'd where Diaetia stay'd, 
For so did Hymen term himself, a maid. 
At length with sickly looks he greeted them : 
Tis strange to see 'gainst what an extreme stream 
A lover strives; poor Hymen look'd so ill, 
That as in merit he increased still 
By suffering nmch, so he in grace decreas'd : 
Women are most won, when men merit least : 
If Merit look not well, Love bids stand by; 
Love's special lesson is to please the eye. 16o 
And Hymen soon recovering all he lost, 
Deceiving still these maids, but himself most, 
His love and he with many virgin dames, 
Noble by birth, noble by beauty's flames, 
Leaving the town with songs and hallow'd lights 
To do great Ceres Eleusina rites 
Of zealous sacrifice, were made a prey 
To barbarous rovers, that in ambush lay, 
.And with rude hands enforc'd their shining spoil, 
Far from the darkened city, tired with toil : 17o 

x Dyce reads "enthrill'd" (a word that I do not remember to have 
seen). 
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And when the yellow issue of the sky 
Came trooping forth, jealous of cruelty 
To their bright fellows of this under-heaven, 
Into a double night they saw them driven,-- 
A horrid cave, the thieves' black mansion ; 
Where, weary of the journey they had gone, 
Their last night's watch, and drunk with their sweet gains, 
Dull Morpheus enter'd, laden with silken chains, 
Stronger than iron, and bound the swelling veins 
And tired senses of these lawless swains. So 
But when the virgin lights thus dimly burn'd, 
O, what a hell was heaven in ! how they mourn'd 
And wrung their hands, and wound their gentle forms 
Into the shapes of sorrow ! golden storms 
Fell from their eyes ; as when the sun appears, 
And yet it rains, so show'd their eyes their tears : 
And, as when funeral dames watch a dead corse, 
Weeping about it, telling with remorse 
What pains he felt, how long in pain he lay, 
How little food he ate, what he would say ; 9o 
And then mix mournful tales of other's deaths, 
Smothering themselves in clouds of their own breaths ; 
At length, one cheering other, call for wine ; 
The golden bowl drinks tears out of their eyne, 
As they drink wine from it ; and round it goes, 
Each helping other to relieve their woes ; 
So cast these virgins' beauties mutual rays, 
One lights another, face the face displays ; 
Lips by reflection kissed, and hands hands shook, 
Even by the whiteness each of other took. 2oo 
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]3ut Hymen now used friendly Morpheus' aid, 
Slew every thief, and rescued every maid : 
_And now did his enamour'd passion take 
Heart from his hearty deed, whose worth did make 
His hope of bounteous Eucharis more strong ; 
_And now came Love with Proteus, who had long 
Juggled the little god with prayers and gifts, 
Ran through all shapes and varied all his shifts, 
To win Love's stay with him, and make him love him. 
_And when he saw no strength of sleight could move him, 
To make him love or stay, he nimbly turned 
Into Love's self, he so extremely burned. 
And thus came Love, with Proteus and his power, 
T' encounter Eucharis : first, like the flower 
That Juno's milk did spring, 1 the silver lily, 
He fell on Hymen's hand, who straight did spy 
The bounteous godhead, and with wondrous joy 
Offer'd it Eucharis. She, wonderous coy, 
Drew back her hand : the subtle flower did woo it, 
And, drawing it near, mixed so you could not know it : 22o 
As two clear tapers mix in one their light, 
So did the lily and the hand their white. 
She viewed it ; and her view the form bestows 
Amongst her spirits ; for, as colour flows 
'rom superficies of each thing we see, 
Even so with colours forms emitted be ; 
And where Love's form is, Love is ; Love is form : 
He entered at the eye ; his sacred storm 

Did make to spring. Cf. Fourth Sestiad, 1. i6 9. 



$2 

They did with grace protest, they were content 
T' accost their friends with all their compliment, 
For Hymen's good ; but to incur their harm, 
There he nmst pardon them. This wit went warm 
To Adolesche's 1 brain, a nymph born high, 
Made all of voice and fire, that upwards fly : 
Her heart and all her forces' nether train 
Climb'd to her tongue, and thither fell her brain, 290 
Since it could go no higher ; and it must go ; 
All powers she had, even her tongue, did so : 
In spirit and quickness she much joy did take, 
And loved her tongue, only for quickness' sake ; 
And she would haste and tell. The rest all stay : 
Hymen goes one, the nymph another way ; 
And what becmne of her I'll tell at last : 
Yet take her visage now ;--moist-lipped, long-faced, 
Thin like an iron wedge, so sharp and tart, 
As 'twere of purpose made to cleave Love's heart : 300 
Well were this lovely beauty rid of her. 
And Hymen did at Athens now prefer 
His welcome suit, which he with joy aspired : 
A hundred princely youths with him retired 
To fetch the nymphs ; chariots and music went ; 
And home they came : heaven with applauses rent. 
The nuptials straight proceed, whiles all the town, 
Fresh in their joys, might do them most renown. 
First, gold-locked Hymen did to church repair, 
Like a quick offering burned in flames of hair ; 3o 

1 Gr. 
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And after, with a virgin firmament 
The godhead-proving bride attended went 
Before them all: she looked in her command, 
_As if form-giving Cypria's silver hand 
Gripped all their beauties, and crushed out one flame; 
She blushed to see how beauty overcame 
The thoughts of all men. Next, before her went 
Five lovely children, decked with ornament 
Of her sweet colours, bearing torches by ; 
For light was held a happy augury 320 
Of generation, whose efficient right 
Is nothing else but to produce to light. 
The odd disparent number they did choose, 
To show the union married loves should use, 
Since in two equal parts it will not sever, 
But the midst holds one to rejoin it ever, 
As common to both parts: men therefore deem 
That equal number gods do not esteem, 
Being authors of sweet peace and unity, 
But pleasing to th' infernal empery, 33 
Under whose ensigns Wars and Discords fight, 
Since an even number you may disunite 
In two parts equal, naught in middle left 
To reunite each part from other reff ; 
And five they hold in most especial prize,  
Since 'tis the first odd number that doth rise 
From the two foremost numbers' unity, 
That odd and even are ; which are two and three ; 

1 Someeds. "price." 
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For one no number is ; but thence doth flow 
The powerful race of number. Next, did go .34o 
A noble matron, that did spinning bear 
A huswife's rock and spindle, and did wear 
A wether's skin, with all the snowy fleece, 
To intimate that even the daintiest piece 
And noblest-born dame should industrious be : 
That which does good disgraceth no degree. 
And now to Juno's temple they are come, 
Where her grave priest stood in the marriage-room : 
On his right arm did hang a scarlet veil, 
And from his shoulders to the ground did trail, 35o 
On either side, ribands of white and blue : 
With the red veil he hid the bashful hue 
Of the chaste bride, to show the modest shame, 
In coupling with a man, should grace a dame. 
Then took he the disparent silks, and tied 
The lovers by the waists, and side to side, 
In token that thereafter they must bind 
In one self-sacred knot each other's mind. 
tefore them on an altar he presented 
toth fire and water, which was first invented, 360 
Since to ingenerate every human creature 
And every other birth produc'd by Nature, 
lX,Ioisture and heat must mix; so man and wife 
For human race must join in nuptial life. 
Then one of Juno's birds, the painted jay, 
He sacrific'd and took the gall away; 
_All which he did behind the altar throw, 
In sign no bitterness of hate should grow, 
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By the fair bridegroom on the marriage-night, 
XVith many ceremonies of delight : 
And yet eternized Hymen's tender bride, 
To suffer it dissolved so, sweetly cried. 
The maids that heard, so loved and did adore her, 
They wished with all their hearts to suffer for her. 
So had the matrons, that with confits stood 
About the chamber, such affectionate blood, 400 
And so true feeling of her harmless pains, 
That every one a shower of confits rains ; 
For which the bride-youths scrambling on the ground, 
In noise of that sweet hail her  cries were drown'& 
And thus blest Hymen joyed his gracious bride, 
And for his joy was after deified. 
The saffron mirror by which Phcebus' love, 
Green Tellus, decks her, now he held above 
The cloudy mountains : and the noble maid, 
Sharp-visaged Adolesche, that was stray'd 4io 
Out of her way, in hasting with her news, 
Not till this  hour th' Athenian turrets views ; 
And now brought home by guides, she heard by all, 
That her long kept occurrents would be stale, 
And how fair Hymen's honours did excel 
For those rare news which she came short to tell. 
To hear her dear tongue robbed of such a joy, 
Made the well-spoken nymph take such a toy,  
1 Old eds. "their." - Old eds. "his." 
 A sudden pettishness or freak of fancy. Cf. Two Vo31e k'inscn 
"The hot horse hot as fire 
Took toy at this." 



Lips his swords are, 
The field his arms. 

No need have we of factious Day, 
To cast, in envy of thy peace, 
Her balls of discord in thy way : 
Here Beauty's day doth never cease ; 
Day is abstracted here, 
And varied in a triple sphere. 
Hero, Alcmane, Mya, so outshine thee, 
Ere thou come here, let Thetis thrice refine thee. 
Love calls to war; 
Sighs his alarms, 
Lips his swords are, 
The field his arms. 

450 

The evening star I see : 
Rise, youths ! the evening star 460 
Helps Love to summon war ; 
Both now embracing be. 
Rise, youths! Love's rite claims more than banquets 
rise ! 
Now the brigb.t marigolds, that deck the skies, 
Phcebus' celestial flowers, that, contrary 
To his flowers here, ope when he shuts his eye, 
And shuts when he doth open, crown your sports : 
Now Love in Night, and Night in Love exhorts 
Courtship and dances : all your parts employ, 
And suit Night's rich expansure with your joy. 47o 
Love paints his longings in sweet virgins' eyes : 
Rise, youths ! Love's rite claims more than banquets; rie 



Thus all the nuptial crew to joys depart ; 
:But much-wronged 1 Hero stood Hell's blackest dart: 
Whose wound because I grieve so to display, 
I use digressions thus t' increase the day. 

"Old eds. 'much-rong,' much rongd,' and 'much-wrong'd.'" 
--.Dyce (who read- "much-wrung" }. 
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THE SIXTH SESTIAD. 

The Aument of t/e Sixlk Sesliad. 
Leueote flies to all the Winds, 
And from the Fates their outrage blinds, 1 
That Hero and her love may meet. 
Leander, with Love's complete fleet 
iIanned in himself, puts forth to seas ; 
When straight the ruthless Destinies, 
With, At6, stir the winds to war 
Upon the Hellespont : their jar 
Drowns poor Leander. Hero's eyes, 
Wet witnesses of his surprise, 
Her torch blown out, grief casts her down 
Upon her love, and both doth drown : 
In whose just ruth the god of seas 
Transforms them to th' Acanthides. 
No longer could the Day nor Destinies 
Delay the Night, who now did frowning rise 
Into her throne ; and at her humorous breasts 
Visions and Dreams lay sucking : all men's rests 
Fell like the mists of death upon their eyes, 
Day's too-long darts so kill'd their faculties. 

IO 

a It should be binds: Le., Leucote flies to the several winds, and, 
commissioned by the Fates, commands them to restrain their violence." 
trougMon. 
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Yet, if it burned not, 'twere not worth her eyes ; 
What made it nothing, gave it all the prize. 
Sweet torch, true glass of our society! 
What man does good, but he consumes thereby ? 
But thou weft loved for good, held high, given show 
Poor virtue loathed for good, obscured, held low : 
Do good, be pined,--be deedless good, disgraced 
Unless we feed on men, we let them fast. 
Yet Hero with these thoughts her torch did spend : 
When bees make wax, Nature doth not intend 
It should be made a torch ; but we, that know 
The proper virtue of it, make it so, 
And, when 'tis made, we light it: nor did Nature 70 
Propose one life to maids ; but each such creature 
Makes by her soul the best of her free  state, 
Which without love is rude, disconsolate, 
And wants love's fire to make it mild and bright, 
Till when, maids are but torches wanting light. 
Thus 'gainst our grief, not cause of grief, we fight: 
The right of naught is glean'd, but the delight. 
Up went she: but to tell how she descended, 
Would God she were dead, or my verse ended 
She was the rule of wishes, sum, and end, 80 
For all the parts that did on love depend: 
Yet cast the torch his brightness further forth 
But what shines nearest best, holds truest worth. 
Leander did not through such tempests swim 
To kiss the torch, although it lighted him : 

1 So the Isham copy. Later eds. "true." 
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See, Iovely sister ! see, now Hero shines, 
No heaven but her appears ; each star repines, 
And all are clad in clouds, as if they mourned 
To be by influence of earth out-burned. 
Yet cloth she shine, and teacheth Virtue's train 
Still to be constant in hews blackest reign, I7O 
Though even the gods themselves do so entreat 
them 
As they did hate, and earth as she would eat them." 
Off went his silken robe, and in he leapt, 
Whom the kind waves so licorously cleapt, 1 
Thickening for haste, one in another, so, 
To kiss his skin, that he might almost go 
To Hero's tower, had that kind minute lasted. 
ut now the cruel Fates with At6 hasted 
To all the winds, and made them battle fight 
Upon the Hellespont, for either's right 
Pretended to the windy monarchy; 
And forth they brake, the seas mixed with the sky, 
And tossed distressed Leander, being in hell, 
As high as heaven: bliss not in height cloth dwell. 
The Destinies sate dancing on the waves, 
To see the glorious Winds with mutual braves 
Consume each other : O, true glass, to see 
How ruinous ambitious statists be 
To their own glories ! Poor Leander cried 
For help to sea-born Venus she denied ; 

1 Clipt, embraced. 
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To Boreas, that, for his Attham's 1 sake 
He would some pity on his Hero take, 
And for his own love's sake, on his desires ; 
But Glory never blows cold Pity's fires. 
Then call'd he Neptune, who, through all the noise, 
Knew with affright his wreck'd Leander's voice, 
And up he rose ; for haste his forehead hit 
'Gainst heaven's hard crystal ; his proud waves he smit 
With his forked sceptre, that could not obey ; 
Much greater powers than Neptune's gave them sway. 200 
They loved Leander so, in groans they brake 
When they came near him ; and such space did take 
'Twixt one another, loath to issue on, 
That in their shallow furrows earth was shown, 
And the poor lover took a little breath : 
But the curst Fates sate spinning of his death 
On every wave, and with the servile Winds 
Tumbled them on him. And now Hero finds, 
By that she felt, her dear Leander's state: 
She wept, and prayed for him to every Fate; 2m 
And every Wind that whipped her with her hair 
About the face, she kissed and spake it fair, 
Kneeled to it, gave it drink out of her eyes 
To quench his thirst : but still their cruelties 
Even her poor torch envied, and rudely beat 
The baiting  flame from that dear food it eat ; 

1 From Gr. ArOls (a woman of Attica, i.e., Orithyia). 
- "The flame taking 3ait (refreshment), feeding." Dyce. 
bating. ") 

(Old eds. 



Dear, for it nourish'd her Leander's life ; 
Which with her robe she rescued from their strife ; 
But silk too soft was such hard hearts to break ; 
And she, dear soul, even as her silk, faint, weak, 22o 
Could not preserve it ; out, O, out it went ! 
Leander still call'd Neptune, that now rent 
His brackish curls, and tore his wrinkled face, 
Where tears in billows did each other chase ; 
And, burst with ruth, he hurl'd his marble mace 
At the stern Fates: it wounded Lachesis 
That drew Leander's thread, and could not miss 
The thread itself, as it her hand did hit, 
But smote it full, and quite did sunder it. 
The more kind Neptune raged, the more he razed 23o 
His love's life's fort, and kill'd as he embraced : 
Anger doth still his own mishap increase ; 
If any comfort live, it is in peace. 
O thievish Fates, to let blood, flesh, and sense, 
Build two fair temples for their excellence, 
To robe it with a poisoned influence ! 
Though souls' gifts starve, the bodies are held dear 
In ugliest things ; sense-sport preserves a bear: 
]3ut here naught serves our turns : 0 heaven and earth, 
How most-most wretched is our human birth ! 24o 
And now did all the tyrannous crew depart, 
Knowing there was a storm in Hero's heart, 
Greater than they could make, and scorn'd their 
smart. 
She bow'd herself so low out of her tower, 
That wonder 'twas she fell not ere her hour, 
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Like two sweet birds, surnam'd th' Acanthides, 
Which we call Thistle-warps, that near no seas 
Dare ever come, but still in couples fly, 
And feed on thistle-tops, to testify 
The hardness of their first life in their last ; 280 
The first, in thorns of love, that sorrows past : 
And so most beautiful their colours show, 
As none (so little) like them ; her sad brow 
A sable velvet feather covers quite, 
Even like the forehead-cloth that, in the night, 
Or when they sorrow, ladies use 1 to wear: 
Their wings, blue, red, and-yellow, mixed appear : 
Colours that, as we construe colours, paint 
Their states to life ;--the yellow shows their saint, 
The dainty o. Venus, left them ; blue their truth ; 290 
The red and black, ensigns of death and ruth. 
And this true honour from their love-death sprung,-- 
They were the first that ever poet sung. a 

1 Old eds. ' vsde." 
 Isham copy "deuil." 
 In Chapman' day the work of the grammarian Musaeus was sup- 
posed to be the gefiuine production of the fabulous son of Eumolpus. 
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ELEGIA II. 
Quod primo amore correptus, in triumphum duci sea 
Cupidine patiatur. 
What makes my bed seem hard seeing it is soft ? 
Or why slips down the coverlet so off ? 
Although the nights be long I sleep not tho 1 
My sides are sore with tumbling to and fro. 
Were love the cause it's like I should descry him, 
Or lies he close and shoots where none can spy him ? 
'Twas so; he strook lne with a slender dart; 
'Tis cruel Love turmoils my captive heart. 
Yielding or striving  do we give him might, 
Let's yield, a burden easily borne is light. 
I saw a brandished fire increase in strength, 
XVhich being not shak'd, I saw it die at length. 
Young oxen newly yoked are beaten more, 
Than oxen which have drawn the plough before: 
And rough jades' mouths with stubborn bits are torn, 
But managed horses' heads are lightly borne.  
Unwilling lovers, love doth more torment, 
Than such as in their bondage feel content. 
Lo ! I confess, I am thy captive I, 
And hold my conquered hands for thee to tie. 

IO 

2o 

1 Then. 
 So the Isham copy and ed. A. Other eds. "struggling." 
 "Frena minus sentit quisquis ad arma faeit."--Marlowe's line 
strongly supports the view that "hear hard " in Julius Cesar means 
"curb, keep a tight rein over" (hence "eye with suspicion"). Cf. 
Christopher Clifford's Sdwol of HorsemansMp (I585) :--" But the most 
part of horses takes it [a ' wil of his owne '] througli the unskilfulnesse 
of the rider by [;earing too hard a land upon them," p. 35. 
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So, having conquered Inde, was Bacchus' hue ; 
Thee pompous birds and him two tigers drew; 
Then seeing I grace thy show in following thee, 
Forbear to hurt thyself in spoiling me. 50 
Behold thy kinsman 1 Cesar's prosperous bands, 
Who guards the 2 conquered with his conquering hands. 

ELEGIA III. 
Ad amicam. 
I ask but right, let her that caught me late, 
Either love, or cause that I may never hate ; 
I crave  too much--would she but let me love her ; 
Jove knows with such-like prayers I daily move her. 
Accept him that shall serve thee all his youth, 
Accept him that shall love with spotless truth. 
If lofty titles cannot make 4 me thine, 
That am descended but of knightly line, 
(Soon may you plough the little land I have ; 
I gladly grant my parents given to save ; 5 ) 
Apollo, Bacchus, and the Muses may ; 
And Cupid who hath marked me for thy prey ; 
l[y spotless life, which but to gods gives place, 
Naked simplicity, and modest grace. 
I love but one, and her I love change never, 
If men have faith, I'll live with thee for ever. 

IO 

Old eds. "kinsmans." 
Old eds. "thee." 
Isham copy "aske." 
Ed. A. "cause me to be thine." 
"Temperat et sumptus parcus uterque parens." 



IIO 

The years that fatal Destiny shall give 
I'll live with thee, and die ere thou shalt grieve. 
Be thou the happy subject of my books 
That I may write things worthy thy fair looks. 
By verses, horned 15 got her name ; 
And she to whom in shape of swan 1 Jove came 
And she that on a feigned Iull swam to land, 
Griping his false horns with her virgin hand, 
So likewise we will through the world be rung 
And with my name shall thine be always sung. 

2O 

ELEGIA IV. 9 

Amicam, qua arte quibusque nutibus in cna, presente viro, uti 
debeat, admonet. 
Thy husband to a banquet goes with me, 
Pray God it may his latest supper be. 
Shall I sit gazing as a bashful guest, 
While others touch the damsel I love best ? 
Wilt lying under him, his bosom clip ? 
About thy neck shall he at pleasure skip ? 
Marvel not, though the fair bride did incite 
The drunken Centaurs to a sudden fight. 
I am no half horse, nor in woods I dwell, 
Yet scarce my hands from thee contain I well. 
But how thou should'st behave thyself now knov, 
Nor let the winds away my warnings blow. 

IO 

Isham copy and ed. A. "Bull." 
Not in Isham copy or ed. 



O  id's E&  ies. 

Before thy husband come, though I not see 
What may be done, yet there before him be. 
Lie with him gently, when his limbs he spread 
Upon the bed ; but on my foot first tread. 
View me, my becks, and speaking countenance ; 
Take, and return i each secret amorous glance. 
Words without voice shall on my eyebrows sit, 
Lines thou shalt read in wine by my hand writ. 
When our lascivious toys come to thy mind, 
Thy rosy cheeks be to thy thumb inclined. 
If aught of me thou speak'st in inward thought, 
Let thy soft finger to thy ear be brought. 
When I, nay light, do or say aught that please thee, 
Turn round thy gold ring, as it were to ease thee. 
Strike on the board like them that pray for evil, 
When thou dost wish thy husband at the devil3 
What wine he fills thee, wisely will 3 him drink ; 
Ask thou the boy, what thou enough dost think. 
When thou hast tasted, I will take the cup, 
And where thou drink'st, on that part I will sup. 
If he gives thee what first himself did taste, 
Even in his face his offered gobbets 4 cast. 
Let not thy neck by his vile arms be prest, 
Nor lean thy soft head on his boisterous breast. 

III 

2o 

3o 

1 So Dyce ; old eds. "receive." 
v. ,, Optabis merito culn mala multa viro." 
 ' Bibat ipsejubeto." 
 So Dyce for "goblets" of the old eds. (" Rejice libatos illius ore 
dbos. ") 



Ovid's EIcg&s. 

Stark naked as she stood before mine eye, 
Not one wen in her body could I spy. 
What arms and shoulders did I touch and see ! 
How apt her breasts were to be pressed by me ! 
How smooth a belly under her waist saw I, 
How large a leg, and what a lusty thigh ! 
To leave the rest, all liked me passing well ; 
I clinged her naked 1 body, down she fell : 
Judge you the rest ; being tired she bade me kiss 
Jove send me more such afternoons as this ! 

2O 

ELEGIA VI. 2 

Ad Janitorem, ut fores sibi aperiat. 

Unworthy porter, bound in chains full sore, 
On moved hooks set ope the churlish door. 
Little I ask, a little entrance make, 
The gate half-ope my bent side in will take. 
Long love my body to such use make[s] slender, 
And to get out d&h like apt members render. 
He shows me how unheard to pass the watch, 
And gxfides my feet lest, stumbling, falls they catch : 
]3ut in times past I feared vain shades, and night, 
Wondering if any walked without light. 
Love, hearing it, laughed with his tender mother, 
And smiling said, "]3e thou as bold as other." 

IO 

Ed. A. "her faire white body." 
usque meum.") 
Not in Isham copy or ed. A. 

(" Et nudam pressi corpus ad 



Ovid's E[cgies. 

Forthwith love came ; no dark night-flying sprite, 
Nor hands prepared to slaughter, me affright. 
Thee fear I too much: only thee I flatter: 
Thy lightning can my life in pieces batter. 
Why enviest me ? this hostile den 1 unbar ; 
See how the gates with my tears watered are ! 
When thou stood'st naked ready to be beat, 
For thee I did thy nfistress fair entreat. 
But what entreats for thee sometimes 2 took place, 
(O mischief!) now for me obtain small grace. 
Gratis thou mayest be free ; give like for like ; 
Night goes away : the door's bar backward strike. 
Strike ; so again hard chains shall bind thee never, 
Nor servile water shalt thou drink for ever. 
Hard-hearted Porter, dost and wilt not hear ? 
With stiff oak propped the gate doth still appear. 
Such rampired gates besieged cities aid ; 
In midst of peace why art of arms afraid ? 
Exclud'st a lover, how would'st use a foe ? 
Strike back the bar, night fast away doth go. 
With arms or armed men I come not guarded; 
I am alone, were furious love discarded. 
Although I would, I cannot him cashier, 
Before I be divided from my gear.  
See Love with me, wine moderate in nay brain, 
And on my hairs a crown of flowers remain. 

3o 

Old eds. "dende." 
Sometime (" quondam "). 
"2knte vel a mernbris dividar ipse rneis." 
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Could I therefore her comely tresses tear ? 
Yet was she graced with her ruffled hair. 
So fair she was, Atalanta she resembled, 
Before whose bow th' Arcadian wi}d beasts trembled. 
Such Ariadne was, when she bewails, 
Her perjured Theseus' flying vows and sails. 
So, chaste Minerva, did Cassandra fall 
Deflowered t except within thy temple wall. 
That I was mad, and barbarous all men cried : 
She nothing said; pale fear her tongue had tied. 
But secretly her looks with checks did trounce me, 
Her tears, she silent, guilty did pronounce me. 
Would of mine arms nay shculders had been scanted: 
Better I could part of myself have wanted. 
To mine own self have I had strength so furious, 
And to myself could I be so injurious ? 
Slaughter and mischief's instruments, no better, 
Deserved chains these cursed hands shall fetter.- 
Punished I am, if I a Roman beat: 
Over nay mistress is my right more great ? 
Tydides left worst signs o. of villainy ; 
He first a goddess struck : another I. 
Yet he harmed less ; whom I professed to love 
I harmed : a foe did Diomede's anger move. 
Go now, thou conqueror, glorious triumphs raise, 
Pay vows to Jove; engirt thy hairs with bays. 

2O 

30 

Marlowe has misunderstood the original 
"Sic nisi vittatis quod erat Cassandra capillis." 
"Pessiraa Tydides scelerum monumenta reliquit." 



Ovid's Elegies. r 
Her I suspect among night's spirits to fly, 
And her old body in birds' plumes to lie. 
Fame saith as I suspect; and in her eyes, 
Two eyeballs shine, and double light thence flies. 
Great grandsires from their ancient graves she chides, 
And with long charms the solid earth divides. 
She draws chaste women to incontinence, 
Nor doth her tongue want harmful eloquence. 2o 
By chance I heard her talk ; these words she said, 
While closely hid betwixt two doors I laid. 
"Mistress, thou knowest thou hast a blest youth pleased, 
He stayed and on thy looks his gazes seized. 
And why should'st not please ; none thy face exceeds ; 
Ay me, thy body hath no worthy weeds ! 
As thou art fair, would thou wert fortunate ! 
Wert thou rich, poor should not be my state. 
Th' opposed star of Mars hath done thee harm ; 
Now Mars is gone, Venus thy side doth warm, 3o 
And brings good fortune; a rich lover plants 
His love on thee, and can supply thy wants. 
Such is his form as may with thine compare, 
Would he not buy thee, thou for him should'st care." 1 
She blushed: "Red shame becomes white cheeks; but 
this 
If feigned, doth well ; if true, it doth amiss. 
When on thy lap thine eyes thou dost deject, 
Each one according to his gifts respect. 

x ,, Si te non emptam yeller emendus erat." (Marlowe's copy must 
have read "amandus.") 



Ovid's Elegies. 

I3 r 

Which I think gathered from cold hemlock's flower, 
Wherein bad honey Corsic bees did pour : 
Yet as if mixed with red lead thou wert ruddy, 
That colour rightly did appear so bloody. 
As evil wood, thrown in the highways, lie, 
Be broke with wheels of chariots passing by 
And him that hewed you out for needful uses, 
I'll prove had hands impure with all abuses. 
Poor wretches on the tree themselves did strangle : 
There sat the hangman for men's necks to angle. 
To hoarse scrich-owls foul shadows it allows ; 
Vultures and Furies  nestled in the boughs. 20 
To these my love I foolishly committed, 
And then with sweet words to my mistress fitted. 
More fitly had they .o wrangling bonds contained 
From barbarous lips of some attorney strained. 
Among day-books and bills they had lain better, 
In which the merchant wails his bankrupt debtor. 
Your name approves you made for such like things, 
The number two no good divining brings. 
Angry, I pray that rotten age you racks, 
And sluttish white-mould overgrow the wax. 3o 

ELEGIA XlII. 
Ad Auroram ne properet. 
Now o'er the sea from her old love comes she 
That draws the day from heaven's cold axletree. 

,, Volturis in ramis et strigis ova tulit." 
Old eds. "thy." 



13 2 Ovid's Elegzes. 
Aurora, whither slid'st thou ? down again ! 
And birds for 1 Memnon yearly shall be slain. 
Now in her tender arms I sweetly bide, 
If ever, now well lies she by nay side. 
The air is cold, and sleep is sweetest now, 
And birds send forth shrill notes from every bough. 
Whither runn'st thou, that men and women love not ? 
Hold in thy rosy horses that they move not. 
Ere thou rise, stars teach seamen where to sail, 
But when thou com'st, they of their courses fail. 
Poor travellers though tired, rise at thy sight, 
Ani:l  soldiers make them ready to the fight. 
The painful hind by thee to field is sent ; 
Slow oxen early in the yoke are pent. 
Thou coz'nest boys of sleep, and dost betray them 
To pedants that with cruel lashes pay them. 
Thou mak'st the surety to the lawyer run, 
That with one word hath nigh himself undone. 
The lawyer and the client hate thy view, 
]3oth whom thou raisest up to toil anew. 
By thy means women of their rest are barred, 
Thou settst their labouring hands to spin and card. 
All  could I bear ; but that the wench should rise, 
Who can endure, save him with whom none lies ? 
How oft wished I night would not give thee place, 
Nor morning stars shun thy uprising face. 

IO 

2o 

So Dyce for '*from" of the old eds. 
This line, is omitted in ed. A. 
Isham copy and ed. A "This." 
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But what had been more fair had they been kept ? 
Beyond thy robes thy dangling locks had swept. 
Fear'dst thou to dress them being fine and thin, 
Like to the silk the curious a Seres spin. 
Or threads which spider's slender foot draws out, 
Fastening her light web some old beam about ? 
Not black nor golden were they to our view, 
Yet although In]either, mixed of either's hue ; 
Such as in hilly Ida's watery plains, 
The cedar tall, spoiled of his bark, retains. 
Add g they were apt to curl a hundred ways, 
And did to thee no cause of dolour raise. 
Nor hath the needle, or the comb's teeth reft them, 
The maid that kembed them ever safely left them. 
Oft was she dressed before mine eyes, yet never, 
Snatching the comb to beat the wench, outdrive her. 
Off in the morn, her hairs not yet digested, 
Half-sleeping on a purple bed she rested ; 
Yet seemly like a Thracian Bacchanal, 
That tired doth rashly 3 on the green grass fall. 
When they were slender and like downy moss, 
Thy 4 troubled baits, alas, endured great loss. 
How patiently hot irons they did take, 
In crooked trannels 5 crispy curls to make. 

|o 

2o 

a The original has "colorati Seres." 
" So ed. B.--Ed. C "And." 
3 ' Temere." 
* Old eds. "They." 
 Cunningham and the editor of 826 may be right in reading 
"trammels" {i.e. ringlets}. "Trannel" was the name for a bodkin. 
{The original has ' Ut fieret torto flexilis orbe sinus.") 
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I cried, "'Tis sin, 'tis sin, these hairs to burn, 
They well become thee, then to spare them turn. 
Far off be force, no fire to them may reach, 
Thy very hairs will the hot bodkin teach." 30 
Lost are the goodly locks, which from their crown, 
Pheebus and Bacchus wished were hanging down. 
Such were they as Diana i painted stands, 
All naked holding in her wave-moist hands. 
Why dost thy ill-kembed tresses' loss lament ? 
Why in thy glass dost look, being discontent ? 
Be not to see with wonted eyes inclined ; 
To please thyself, thyself put out of mind. 
No charmed herbs of any harlot scathed thee, 
No faithless witch in Thessal waters bathed thee. 4o 
No sickness harmed thee (far be that away 
No envious tongue wrought thy thick locks' decay. 
]3y thine own hand and fault thy hurt doth grow, 
Thou mad'st thy head with compound poison flow. 
Now Germany shall captive hair-tires send thee, 
And vanquished people curious dressings lend thee. 
Which some admiring, O thou oft wilt blush! 
And say, "He likes me for my borrowed bush. 
Praising for me some unknown Guelder 9. dame, 
But I remember when it was my fame." 50 
Alas she almost weeps, and her white cheeks, 
Dyed red with shame to hide from shame she 
seeks. 

1 ,, Nuda Dione." 
 "Nescio quam pro me laudat nunc iste Sygambram.'" 
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Ovid's Elegies. 

She holds, and views her old locks in her lap ; 
Ay me ! rare gifts unworthy such a hap ! 
Cheer up thyself, thy loss thou may'st repair, 
And be hereafter seen with native hair. 

ELEGIA XV. 
Ad invidos, qttod fama poetarum sit perermis. 
Envy, why carp'st thou my time's spent so ill ? 
And term'st 1 my works fruits of an idle quill ? 
Or that unlike the line from whence I sprung 2 
War's dusty honours are refused being young ? 
Nor that I study not the brawling laws, 
Nor set my voice to sail in every cause ? 
Thy scope is mortal ; mine, eternal fame. 
That all the world may a ever chant my name. 
Homer shall live while Tenedos stands and Ide, 
Or to * the sea swift Simois shall 5 slide. 
Ascreus lives while grapes with new wine swell, 
Or men with crooked sickles corn down fell. 
The 6 world shall of Callimachus ever speak ; 
His art excelled, although his wit was weak. 
For ever lasts high Sophocles' proud vein, 
With sun and moon Aratus shall remain. 

IO 

1 Isham copy and ed. A "tearmes our." 
o, Dyce's correction for "come" of the old eds. 
3 Isham copy and ed. A "might." 
4 So Isham copy and ed. A.--Dyce follows ed. B, "Or into sea. 
 So old eds.--Dyce "cloth." 
6 Isham copy and ed. A omit this line and the next. 
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While bondmen cheat, fathers [be] hard, 1 bawds whorish, 
And strumpets flatter, shall Menander flourish. 
Rude Ennius, and Plautus  full of wit, 
Are both in Fame's eternal legend writ. 2o 
What age of Varro's name shall not be told, 
And Jason's Argo, 3 and the fleece of gold ? 
Lofty Lucretius shall live that hour, 
That nature shall dissolve this earthly bower. 
/Eneas' war and Tityrus shall be read, 
While Rome of all the conquered  world is head. 
Till Cupid's bow, and fiery shafts be broken, 
Thy verses, sweet Tibullus, shall be spoken. 
And Gallus shall be known from East to West, 
So shall Lycoris whom he loved best. 3o 
Therefore when flint and iron wear away, 
Verse is immortal and shall ne'er decay. 
To 5 verse let kings give place and kingly shows, 
And banks o'er which gold-bearing Tagus flows. 
Let base-conceited wits admire vild things ; 
Fair Phcebus lead me to the Muses' springs. 
About nay head be quivering myrtle wound, 
And in sad lovers' heads let me be found. 
The living, not the dead, can envy bite, 
For after death all men receive their right. 40 

1 So Dyce.--Old eds. "fathers hoord." ("Durus pater.") 
- The poet must have read "animosi 2]laccius otis." The true 
reading is "animosique Accius otis." 
3 Old eds. "Argos." 
4 Isham copy and ed. A "conquering," 
- lsham copy and ed. A "Let kings give place to verse." 



 3 8 Ovid's Elegies. 
Then though death racks 1 my bones in funeral fire, 
I'll live, and as he pulis me down nmunt higher. 

The same, by ]3. I.  
Envy, why twitt'st thou me, my time's spent ill ? 
And call'st my verse fruits of an idle quill ? 
Or that (unlike the line from whence I sprung) 
War's dusty honours I pursue not young ? 
Or that I study not the tedious laws ; 
And prostitute nay voice in every cause ? 
Thy scope is mortal ; mine eternal fame, 
Which through the world shall ever chant nay name. 
Homer will live, whilst Tenedos stands, and Ide, 
Or to the sea, fleet Symois doth slide : o 
And so shall Hesiod too, while vines do bear, 
Or crookhd sickles crop the ripened ear. 
Callimachus, though in invention low, 
Shall still be sung, since he in art doth flow; 
No loss shall come to Sophocles' proud vein; 
With sun and moon Aratus shall remain. 
Whilst slaves be false, fathers hard, and bawds be whorish, 
Whilst harlots flatter, shall Meander flourish. 
Ennius, though rude, and Accius' high-reared strain, 
A fresh applause in every age shall gain. -o 

 So the Isham copy.--Ed. A (followed by Dyce) gives ' rocks."---Eds. 
B and C "rakes" (and so Cunningham). 
o. I.e. Ben Jonson, who afterwards introduced it into the Poetaster 
(. x). This version is merely a revision of the preceding, which must 
also have been written by Ben Jonson. 
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P. OVIDII NASONIS AMORUM. 

LIBER SECUNDUS. 

ELEGIA I. 1 
Quod pro gigantomachia amores scribere sit coactus. 
I, Ovid, poet, of my g wantonness, 
Born at Peligny, to write more address. 
So Cupid wills. :Far hence be the severe ! 
You are unapt my looser lines to hear. 
Let maids whom hot desire to husbands lead, s 
And rude boys, touched with unknown love, me read : 
That some youth hurt, as I am, with Love's bow, 
His own ftmne's best-acquainted signs may know. 
And long admiring say, "By what means learned, 
Hath this stone poet my sad chance discern'd ?" 
I durst the great celestial battles tell, 
Hundred-hand Gyges, and had done it well ; 
With Earth's revenge, and how Olympus top 
High Ossa bore, Mount Pelion up to prop ; 

IO 

Not in Isham copy or ed. A. 
Old eds. "thy." 
A clear instance of a plural verb following a singular subject. 
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I saw one's legs with fetters black and blue, . 
By whom the husband his wife's incest 1 knew : 
More he deserved ; to both great harm he framed, 
The man did grieve, the woman was defamed. 50 
Trust me all husbands for such faults are sad, 
Nor make they any man that hears them glad. 
If he loves not, deaf ears thou dost importune, 
Or if he loves, thy tale breeds his misfortune. 
Nor is it easy proved though manifest ; 
She safe by favour of her judge doth rest. 
Though himself see, he'll credit her denial, 
Condemn his eyes, and say there is no trial. 
Spying his mistress' tears he will lament 
And say "This blab shall suffer punishment." 60 
Why tight'st 'gainst odds ? to thee, being cast, do hap 
Sharp stripes ; she sitteth in the judge's lap. 
To meet for poison or vild facts  we crave not ; 
My hands an unsheathed shining weapon have not. 
We seek that, through thee, safely love we may ; 
What can be easier than the thing we pray ? 

ELEGIA III. s 
Ad Eunuchuin servantein dominain. 
Ay me, an eunuch keeps my mistress chaste, 
That cannot Venus' mutual pleasure taste. 

1 ,, Unde vir incestum scire coactus erat." '.(Here "incestum" is 
"adultery. ") 
9. ,, Scelus.), 
a Not in Isham copy or ed. A. 
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Who first deprived young boys of their best part, 
With self-same wounds he gave, he ought to smarL 
To kind requests thou would'st more gentle prove, 
If ever wench had made lukewarm thy love: 
Thou weft not born to ride, or arms to bear, 
Thy hands agree not with the warlike spear. 
Men handle those; all manly hopes resign, 
Thy mistress' ensigns must be likewise thine. 
Please her--her hate makes others thee abhor; 
If she discards thee, what use serv'st thou for ? 
Good form there is, years apt to play together: 
Unmeet is beauty without use to wither. 
She may deceive thee, though thou her protect ; 
What two determine never wants effect. 
Our prayers move thee to assist our drift, 
While thou hast time yet to bestow that gift. 

145 

IO 

ELEGIA IV. 

Quod amet mulieres,'cujuscunque formm sint. 
I mean not to defend the scapes 1 of any, 
Or justify my vices being many ; 
For I confess, if that might merit favour, 
Here I display nay lewd and loose behaviour. 
I loathe, yet after that I loathe I run: 
Oh, how the burthen irks, that we should  shun. 

I ,, Mendosos . . . mores." 
 " Heu quam, quae studeas ponere, ferre g-rave est." 
VOL. III. 

K 
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To 1 leave myself, that am in love with all, 
Some one of these might make the chastest fall. 
If she be tall, she's like an Amazon, 
And therefore fills the bed she lies upon : 
If short, she lies the rounder : to speak  troth, 
Both short and long please me, for I love both. 
13 think what one undecked would be, being drest ; 
Is she attired ? then show her graces best. 
A white wench thralls me, so doth golden yellow : 
And nut-brown girls in doing have no fellow. ,to 
If her white neck be shadowed with black hair, 
Why so was Leda's, yet was Leda fair. 
Amber-tress'd 4 is she ? then on the morn think I : 
My love alludes to every history : 
A young wench pleaseth, and an old is good, 
This for her looks, that for her womanhood : 
Nay what is she, that any Roman loves, 
But my ambitious ranging mind approves ? 

ELEGIA V. 5 
Ad amicam corruptam. 
No love is so dear,--quivered Cupid, fly !- 
That my chief wish should be so off to die. 

"Ut taceam de me, qui causa tangor ab omni, 
Illic Hippolytum pone, Priapus erit." 
So Isham copy and ed. A.--Eds. B, C "-ay." 
This and the next three lines axe omitted in Isham copy and ,d. A. 
So eds. B, C.--Isham copy and ed. A "yellow trest." 
Not in I-ham copy or ed, A. 



Ovid's E  'egies. 

ISI 

Thy tunes let this rare bird's sad funeral borrow ; 
Itys 1 a great, but ancient cause of sorrow. o 
All you whose pinions in the clear air soar, 
But most, thou friendly turtle-dove, deplore. 
Full concord all your lives was you betwixt, 
And to the end your constant faith stood fixt. 
What Pylades did to Orestes prove, 
Such to the parrot was the turtle-dove. 
But what availed this faith ? her rarest hue ? 
Or voice that how to change the wild notes knew ? 
What helps it thou weft given to please my wench ? 
Birds' hapless glory, death thy life doth quench. 20 
Thou with thy quills might'st make green emeralds dark, 
And pass our scarlet of red saffron's mark. 
No such voice-feigning bird was on the ground, 
Thou spok'st thy words so well with stammering sound. 
Envy hath rapt thee, no fierce wars thou mov'dst ; 
Vain-babbling speech, and pleasant peace thou lov'dst. 
Behold how quails among their battles live, 
Which do perchance old age unto them give. 
A little filled thee, and for love of talk, 
Thy mouth to taste of many meats did balk. 30 
Nuts were thy food, and poppy caused thee sleep, 
Pure water's moisture thirst away did keep. 
The ravenous vulture lives, the puttock  hovers 
Around the air, the cadess 3 rain discovers. 

1 So Dyce for " It is as great." 
-0 "Miluus." 
 "Craculus." 



Ovid's Elegies. 

But when on thee her angry eyes did rush, 
In both thy 1 cheeks she did perceive thee - blush. 
13ut being present, 3 might that work the best, 
13y Venus deity how did I protest! 
Thou goddess dost command a warm south blast, 
My self oaths in Carpathian seas to cast. 
For which good turn my sweet reward repay, 
Let me lie with thee, brown Cypass, to-day. 
Ungrate, why feign'st new fears, and dost refuse ? 
Well may'st thou one thing for thy mistress use.  
If thou deniest, fool, I'I1 our deeds express, 
_And as a traitor mine own faults confess ; 
Telling thy mistress where I was with thee, 
How oft, and by what means, we did agree. 

2O 

ELEGIA IX. 5 

Ad Cupidinem. 
0 Cupid, that dost never cease my smart ! 
0 boy, that liest so slothful in my heart ! 
Why me that always was the soldier found, 
Dost harm, and in thy 6 tents why dost me wound ? 
Why burns thy brand, why strikes thy bow thy friends ? 
More glory by thy vanquished foes ascends. 

Old eds. "my." 
So ed. B.--Ed. C "the." 
,, At quanto, si forte refers, Arsenlior ipse, 
Per Veneris feci nurnina magna fidem." 
The original has "Unum est e dominis emeruisse satis." 
Not in Isham copy or ed. A. 
So ed. B.--Ed. C "my." 
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Ovid's Elegies. 

Did not Pelides whom his spear did grieve, 
Being required, with speedy help relieve ? 
Hunters leave taken beasts, pursue the chase, 
And than things found do ever further pace. o 
We people wholly given thee, feel thine .arms, 
Thy dull hand stays thy striving enemies' harms. 
Dost joy to have thy hooked arrows shaked 
In naked bones ? love hath my bones left naked. 
So many men and maidens without love, 
Hence with great laud thou may'st a triumph move. 
Rome, if her strength the huge world had not filled, 
With strawy cabins now her courts should build. 
The weary soldier hath the conquered fields, 
His sword, laid by, safe, tho' rude places yields ;1 20 
The dock inharbours ships drawn from the floods, 
Horse freed from service range abroad the woods. 
And time it was for me to live in quiet, 
That have so oft served pretty wenches' diet. 
Yet should I curse a God, if he but said, 
" Live without love," so sweet ill is a maid. 
For when my loathing it of heat deprives me, 
I know not whither my mind's whirlwind drives me. 
Even as a headstrong courser bears away 
His rider, vainly striving him to stay ; 3o 
Or as a sudden gale thrusts into sea 
The haven-touching bark, now near the lea ; 

I In some strange fashion MarIowe has mistaken the substantive "rudis" 
{the staff received by the gladiator on his discharge) with the adjective 
"rudis" {rude). The original has "Tutaque deposito poscitur ense 
rudiS. ' 
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So wavering Cupid brings me back amain, 
And purple Love resumes his darts again. 
Strike, boy, I offer thee my naked breast, 
Here thou hast strength, here thy right hand doth rest. 
Here of themselves thy shafts come, as if shot ; 
t3etter than I their quiver knows them not : 
Hapless is he that all the night lies quiet. 
And slumbering, thinks himself much blessed by it. 
Fool, what is sleep but image of cold death, 
Long shalt thou rest when Fates expire thy breath. 
But me let crafty damsel's words deceive, 
Great joys by hope I inly shall conceive. 
Now let her flatter me, now chide me hard, 
Let me 1 enjoy her off, oft be debarred. 
Cupid, by thee, Mars in great doubt doth trample, 
&nd thy stepfather fights by thy example. 
Light art thou, and more windy than thy wings ; 
Joys with uncertain faith thou tak'st and brings: 
Yet Love, if thou with thy fair mother hear, 
Within my breast no desert empire bear ; 
Subdue the wandering wenches to thy reign, 
So of both people shalt thou homage gain. 

ELEOIA X. 
Ad Grmclnura quod eodem tempore duas amet. 
Grmcinus (well I woo thou told'st me once, 
I could not be in love with two at once ; 

40 

5 o 

Old eds. " Let her enjoy me ;" but the original has "Saepe fruar 
domina." 



ELEGIA XII. 1 
Exultat, quod arnica potitus sit. " 
About nay temples go, triumphant bays ! 
Conquered Corinna in nay bosom lays. 
She whom her husband, guard, and gate, as foes, 
Lest art should win her, firmly did enclose : 
That victory doth chiefly triumph merit, 
Which without bloodshed doth the prey inherit. 
No little ditched towns, no lowly walls, 
But to my share a captive damsel falls. 
When Troy by ten years' battle tumbled down, 
With the Atrides many gained renown : 
But I no partner ot" my glory brook, 
Nor can another say his help I took. 
I, guide and soldier, won the field and wear her, 
I was both horseman, footman, standard-bearer. 
Nor in my act hath fortune mingled chance: 
O care-got  triumph hitherwards advance ! 
Nor is my war's cause new ; but for a queen, 
Europe and Asia in firm peace had been ; 
The Lapiths and the Centaurs, for a woman, 
To cruel arms their drunken selves did summon ; 
A woman forced the Trojans new to enter 
Wars, just Latinus, in thy kingdom's centre ; 
A woman against late-built Rome did send 
The Sabine fathers, who sharp wars intend. 

IO 

2o 

Not in [sham copy or ed. A. 
-Cura parte triumphe mea." 



Ovid's E&g  'es. 

I saw how bulls for a white heifer strive, 
She looking on them did more courage give. 
And me with many, but me 1 without murther, 
Cupid commands to move his ensigns further. 

I63 

ELEGIA XIII3 

Ad Isidem, ut parientem Corinnam servet. 

While rashly her womb's burden she casts out, 
Weary Corinna hath her life in doubt. 
She, secretly from 3 me, such harm attempted, 
Angry I was, but fear my wrath exempted. 
But she conceived of me ; or I am sure 
I oft have done what might as much procure. 
Thou that frequent'st Canopus' pleasant fields, 
Memphis, and Pharos that sweet date-trees yields, 
And where swift Nile in his large channel skipping, 4 
By seven huge mouths into the sea is slipping. 
By feared Anubis' visage I thee pray,-- 
So in thy temples shall Osiris stay, 
And the dull snake about thy offerings creep, 
And in thy pomp horned Apis with thee keep,-- 
Turn thy looks hither, and in one spare twain : 
Thou givest my mistress life, she mine again. 

IO 

i Ed B "but yet me."--Ed. C "but yet without." 
z Not in Isham copy or ed. A. 
3 Old eds. "with," which must be a printer's error. 
has "clam me.") 
4 Old eds. "slipping." 

(The original 



Ow'd's Elegies. 16 7 
Then would I wish thee touch my mistress' pap, 
And hide thy left hand underneath her lap, 
I would get off, though strait and sticking fast, 
And in her bosom strangely fall at last. 
Then I, that I may seal her privy leaves, 
Lest to the wax the hold-fast dry gem cleaves, 
Would first my beauteous wench's moist lips touch ; 
Only I'll sign naught that may grieve me much. 
I would not out, might I in one place hit: 
But in less compass her small fingers knit. 2o 
My life ! that I will shame thee never fear, 
Or be 1 a load thou should'st refuse to bear. 
Wear me, when warmest showers thy members wash, 
And through the gem let thy lost waters pash, 
But seeing thee, I think my thing vill swell, 
And even the ring perform a man's part well. 
Vain things why wish I ? go, small gift, fi'om hand ; 
Let her my faith, with thee given, understand. 

ELEGI& XVI.  

Ad amicam, ut ad rura sua veniat. 

Sulmo, t'eligny's third part, me contains, 
A small, but wholesome soil with watery veins, 
Although the sun to rive 3 the earth incline, 
And the Icarian froward dog-star shine ; 

Old eds. "by." 
Not in Isham copy or ed. A. 
"Findat." 



I 6 8 Ouid's Elegies. 
Pelignian fields with liquid rivers flow, 
And on the soft ground fertile green grass grow ; 
With corn the earth abounds, with vines much 
more, 
And some few pastures Pallas' olives bore ; 
And by the rising herbs, where clear springs slide, 
A grassy turf the moistened earth doth hide. xo 
But absent is my fire ; lies I'll tell none, 
My heat is here, what moves nay heat is gone. 
Pollux and Castor, nfight I stand betwixt, 
In heaven without thee would I not be fixt. 
Upon the cold earth pensive let them lay, 
That mean to travel some long irksome way. 
Or else will maidens young men's mates to go, 
If they determine to persver so. 
Then on the rough Alps should I tread aloft, 
My hard way with my mistress would seem soft. zo 
With her I durst the Libyan Syrts break through, 
And raging seas in boisterous south-winds plough. 
No barking dogs, that Scylla's entrails bear, 
Nor thy gulfs, crook'd l[alea, would I fear. 
No flowing waves with drowned ships forth-poured 
By cloyed Charybdis, and again devoured. 
But if stern Neptune's windy power prevail, 
And waters' force force helping Gods to fail, 
With thy white arms upon nay shoulders seize ; 
So sweet a burden I will bear with ease. 30 
The youth oft swimming to his Hero kind, 
Had then swum over, but the way was blind. 



Ovid's Ele  , ies. 

I know a wench reports herself Corinne ; 
What would not she give that fair name to win ? 
But sundry floods in one bank never go, 
Eurotas cold, and poplar-bearing Po ; 
Nor in my books shall one but thou be writ, 
Thou dost alone give matter to my wit. 

,3o 

ELEGIA XVIII.  

Ad Macrurn, quod de amoribus scribat. 

To tragic verse while thou Achilles train'st, 
And new sworn soldiers' maiden arms retain'st, 
We, Macer, sit in Venus' slothful shade, 
And tender love hath great things hateful made. 
Often at length, nay wench depart I bid, 
She in my lap sits still as erst she did. 
I said, "It irks me :" half to weeping framed, 
"Ay me !" she cries, "to love why art ashamed ?" 
Then wreathes about my neck her winding arms, 
And thousand kisses gives, that work my harms : 
I yield, and back my wit from battles bring, 
Domestic acts, and mine own wars to sing. 
Yet tragedies, and sceptres fill'd nay lines, 
But though I apt were for such high designs, 
Love laughed at nay cloak, and buskins painted, 
And rule, so soon with private hands acquainted. 
My mistress' deity also drew me fro it, 

IO 

Not in Isham copy or ed.A. 
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ELEGIA XIX. 1 
Ad rivalem cui uxor cur non erat. 
Fool, if to keep thy wife thou hast no need, 
Keep her from me, my more desire to breed ; 
Ve scorn things lawful ; stolen sweets we affect ; 
Cruel is he that loves whom none protect. 
Let us, both lovers, hope and fear alike, 
And may repulse place for our wishes strike3 
What should I do with fortune that ne'er fails me ? 
Nothing I love that at all times avails me. 
Wily Corinna saw this blemish in me, 
And craftily knows by what means to ",-in me. 
Ah, often, that her hale 3 head ached, she lying, 
Willed me, whose slow feet sought delay, be flying 
Ah, oft, how much she might, she feigned offence 
And, doing wrong, made show of innocence. 
So, having vexed, she nourished my warm fire, 
And was again most apt to my desire. 
To please me, what fair terms and sweet words has she 
Great gods ! what kisses, and how many ga '* she 
Thou also that late took'st mine eyes away, 
Oft cozen  me, off, being wooed, say nay ; 20 

Not in Isham copy or cd. A. 
"Et faciztt voto rara repulsa locum." 
Old eds, "haole "The construction is not plztin ithout a refcr- 
ence to the original :-- 
"Ah, quotiens sani capifis mentita dolores, 
Cunctantem tardo jussit abire pede." 
So Dyce for "gave" of the old eds. 
The reading of the original is "Saepe time insidias," 
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Ovid's 

And I deserve more than thou canst in verity, 
]3y suffering much not borne by thy severity. 
]3y me Corinna learns, cozening her guard, 
To get the door with little noise unbarred ; 50 
And slipped from bed, clothed in a loose nightgown, 
To move her feet unheard in setting 1 down. 
Ah, how oft on hard doors hung I engraved, 
From no man's reading fearing to be saved ! 
But, till the keeper .o went forth, I forget not, 
The maid to hide me in her bosom let not. 
What gift with me was on her birthday sent, 
]3ut cruelly by her was drowned and rent. 
First of thy mind the happy seeds I knew ; s 
Thou hast my gift, which she would from thee sue." 6o 
She left ; 4 I said, "You both I must beseech, 
To empty air 5 may go my fearful speech. 
With sceptres and high buskins th' one would dress me, 
So through the world should bright renown express me. 
The other gives my love a conquering name ; 
Come, therefore, and to long verse shorter frame. 

x Old eds. "sitting." (" Atque impercussos nocte movere pedes.") 
2 Ed. B ' keepes ;" ed. C " keepers." This line and the next are a 
translation of :-- 
"Quin ego me memini, duna custos saevus abiret, 
Ancillae missam delituisse sinu." 
 The original has 
"Prima tuae movi felicia semina mentis." 
(Marlowe's copy read "novi.") 
4 ,, Desierat." 
 "In vacuas auras." (The true reading is ' aures.") 



Ovht's Ele  ics. 

What dost, unhappy ? her good wishes fade : 
Let with strong hand the rein to bend be made. 
One slow we favour, Romans, him revoke: 
And each give signs by casting up his cloak. 
They call him back ; lest their gowns toss thy hair, 
To hide thee in my bosom straight repair. 
But now again the barriers open lie, 
And forth the gay troops on swift horses fly. 
At least now conquer, and outrun the rest : 
My mistress' wish confirm with my request. 
My mistress hath her wish ; my wish remain : 
He holds the palm : my palm is yet to gain. 
She smiled, and with quick eyes behight 1 some grace : 
Pay it not here, but in another place. 

So 

ELEGIA 111. `2 

De arnica que perjuraverat. 
What, are there gods ? herself she hath forswore, 
And yet remains the face she had before. 
How long her locks were ere her oath she took, 
So long they be since she her faith forsook. 
Fair white with rose-red was before commixt ; 
Now shine her looks pure white and red betwixt. 
Her foot was small : her foot's form is most fit : 
Comely tall was she, comely tall she's yet. 

,, Promisit." 
Not in Isham copy or ed. A. 



Ovid's Elegies. o o 
Sharp eyes she had : radiant like stars they be, 
By which she, perjured oft, hath lied to 1 me. o 
In sooth, th' eternal powers grant maids society 
Falsely to swear ; their beauty hath some deity. 
By her eyes, I remember, late she swore, 
And by mine eyes, and mine were pained sore. 
Say gods : if she unpunished you deceive, 
For other faults why do I loss receive. 
But did you not so envy  Cepheus' daughter, 
For her ill-beauteous mother judged to slaughter. 
'Tis not enough, she shakes your record off, 
And, unrevenged, mocked gods with me doth scoff. 2o 
But by my pain to purge her perjuries, 
Cozened, I am the cozener's sacrifice. 
God is a name, no substance, feared in vain, 
And doth the world in fond belief detain. 
Or if there be a God, he loves fine wenches, 
And all things too much in their sole power drenches. 
Mars girts his deadly sword on for my harm ; 
Pallas' lance strikes me with unconquered arm ; 
At me Apollo bends his pliant bow ; 
At me Jove's right hand lightning hath to throw. 3o 
The wronged gods dread fair ones to offend, 
And fear those, that to fear them least intend. 
Who now will care the altars to perfume ? 
Tut, men should not their courage so consume. 

Old eds. "by." 
" At non invidie vobis Cephia virgo est, 
Pro male formosa jussa parente mori ?" 
(" lnvidim" here means "discredit, odium."} 
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Ovid's 

Jove throws down woods and castles with his fire, 
But bids his darts from perjured girls retire. 
Poor Semele among so many burned, 
IIer own request to her own torment turned. 
But when her lover came, had she drawn back, 
The father's thigh should unborn Bacchus lack. 
Vhy grieve I ? and of heaven reproaches pen ? 
The gods have eyes, and breasts as well as men. 
Were I a god, I should give women leave, 
With lying lips my godhead to deceive. 
Myself would swear the wenches true did swear, 
And I would be none of the gods severe. 
But yet their gift more moderately use, 
Or in mine eyes, good wench, no pain transfuse. 

ELEGIA IV. 1 
Ad virttm servantem conjugem. 
Rude man, 'tis vain thy damsel to commend 
To keeper's trust : their wits should them defend. 
Who, without fear, is chaste, is chaste in sooth : 
Who, because means want, doeth not, she cloth. 
Though thou her body guard, her nfind is stained 
Nor, 'less 2 she will, can any be restrained. 
Nor can'st by watching keep her mind from sin, 
All being shut out, the adulterer is within. 
Who may offend, sins least ; power to do ill 
The fainting seeds of naughtiness doth kill. 

40 

Io 

Not in Isham copy or ed. A. 
Old eds. "least." (" Nec custodiri, ni velit, ulla potest.") 



Oz, id's EIe  ies. 5 
Forbear to kindle vice by prohibition ; 
Sooner shall kindness gain thy will's fruition. 
I saw a horse against the bit stiff-necked, 
Like lightning go, his struggling mouth being checked : 
When he perceived the reins let slack, he stayed, 
And on his loose mane the loose bridle laid. 
How to attain what is denied we think, 
Even as the sick desire forbidden drink. 
Argus had either way an hundred eyes, 
Yet by deceit Love did them all surprise. -o 
In stone and iron walls DanS.e shut, 
Came forth a mother, though a maid there put. 
Penelope, though no watch looked unto her, 
Was not defiled by any gallant wooer. 
What's kept, we covet more : the care makes theft, 
Few love what others have unguarded left. 
Nor doth her face please, but her husband's love : 
I know not what men think should thee so move 
She is not chaste that's kept, but a dear whore 
Thy fear is than her body valued more. 30 
Although thou chafe, stolen pleasure is sweet play ; 
She pleaseth best, "I fear," if any say. 
A free-born wench, no right 'tis up to lock, 
So use we women of strange nations' stock. 
Because the keeper may come say, "I did it," 
She must be honest to thy servant's credit. 

1 The original has "Nescio quid, quod te ceperit, esse putant." 
 Dyce calls this line an "erroneous version of ' Non proba sit quam 
vir servat, sed adultera ; cara est.'" But Merkel's reading is '  Non proba 
fit quam vir servat, sed adultera cara "--which is accurately rendered by 
Marlowe. 



8 6 Ovid's Ele  ies. 
He is too clownish whom a lewd wife grieves, 
And this town's well-known custom not believes ; 
Where lIars his sons not without fault did breed, 
Remus and Romulus, Ilia's twin-born seed. 40 
Cannot a fair one, if not chaste, please thee ? 
Never can thcse by any means agree. 
Kindly thy mistress use, if thou be wise ; 
Look gently, and rough husbands' laws despise. 
Honour what friends thy wife gives, she'll give many, 
Least labour so shall win great grace of any. 
So shalt thou go with youths to feasts together, 
And see at home much that thou ne'er brought'st thither. 

ELEGIA VI. 1 

Ad amnem dum iter faceret ad amicam. 

Flood with reed-grown o. slime banks, till I be past 
Thy waters stay : I to nay naistress haste. 
Thou hast no bridge, nor boat with ropes to throw, 
That may transport me, without oars to row. 
Thee I have passed, and knew thy stream none such, 
When thy wave's brim did scarce nay ankles touch. 
With snow thawed from the next hill now thou gushest, . 
And in thy foul deep waters thick thou rushest. 

 Not in Isham copy or ed. A.--In the old copies this eleg3r is marked 
"Elegia v." The fifth elegy (beginning "Nox erat et somnus," &c.) was 
not contained in Marlowe's copy. 
z Old eds. "redde-growne." 
 So Dyce for "rushest" of the old eds. 



Ovid's Elegies. 19 I 
Though both of us performed our true intent, 
Yet could I not cast anchor where I meant. 
She on my neck her ivory arms did throw, 
Her 1 arms far whiter than the Scythian snow. 
.And eagerly she kissed me with her tongue, 
And under mine her wanton thigh she flung, 
Yea, and she soothed me up, and called me "Sir, ''2 
And used all speech that might provoke and stir. 
Yet like as if cold hemlock I had drunk, 
It mocked me, hung down the head and sunk. 
I.ike a dull cipher, or rude block I lay, 
Or shade, or body was I, who can say ? 
What will my age do, age I cannot shun, 
Seeing  in my prime my force is spent and done ? 
I blush, that being youthful, hot, and lusty, 
I prove neither youth nor man, but old and rusty. 20 
Pure rose she, like a nun to sacrifice, 
Or one that with her tender brother lies. 
Yet boarded I the golden Chie 4 twice, 
And Libas, and the white-cheeked Pitho thrice. 
Corinna craved it in a summer's night, 
.And nine sweet bouts had we 5 before daylight. 
What, waste my limbs through some Thessalian charms ? 
May spells and drugs do silly souls such harms ? 

1 So eds. B, C.--Islam copy and ed. A : 
' That were as white as is the Scithian snow." 
o. 0, Dorninurnque vocavit." 
 So Isham copy and ed. A.--Eds. B, C "When." 
* "Flava Chlide." 
 So Isham copy and ed. A.--Eds. B, C "we had." 



Ovid's Flegics. 

With virgin wax hath some imbast 1 my joints ? 
And pierced nay liver with sharp needle-points ?_o 30 
Charms change corn to grass and make it die : 
By charms are running springs and fountains dry. 
By charms mast drops from oaks, from vines grapes 
fall, 
And fruit from trees when there's no wind at all. 
Why might not then my sinews be enchanted ? 
And I grow faint as with some spirit haunted ? 
To this, add shame : shame to perform it quailed me, 
And was the second cause why vigour failed me. 
l[y idle thoughts delighted her no more, 
Than did the robe or garment which she wore. 4o 
Yet might her touch make youthful Pylius fire, 
And Tithon livelier than his years require. 
Even her I had, and she had me in vain, 
Vhat might I crave more, if I ask again ? 
I think the great gods grieved they had bestoved, 
This  benefit: which lewdly  I foreslowed.  
I wished to be received in, in  I get me. 
To kiss, I kiss ; to lie with her, she let me. 

a The verb "embase" or "imbase" is frequently found in the sense 
of "abase." Here the meaning seems to be "weakened, enfeebled." 
(Ovid's words are "Sagave poenicea defixit nomina cera.") 
 So Isham copy and ed. A (" needle points ").--Eds. I3, C "needles' 
points." 
z So Isharn copy and ed. A.--Eds. ]3, C "The." 
4 ,, Turpiter." 
- Neglected. 
 So eds. 13, C.Isham copy "received in, and in I got me." 
7 So old eds.--Dyce reads "kiss'd." 



Ovid's legies. 

I93 

Why was I blest ? why made king to refuse 1 it ? 
Churl-like had I not gold and could not use it ? 5o 
So in a spring thrives he that told so much, - 
And looks upon the fruits he cannot touch. 
Hath any rose so from a fresh young maid, 
As she might straight have gone to church and prayed ? 
Well, I believe, she kissed not as she should, 
Nor used the sleight and  cunning which she could. 
Huge oaks, hard adamants might she have moved, 
And with sweet words caus[ed] deaf rocks to have loved. 
Worthy she was to move both gods and men, 
But neither was I man nor livd then. 60 
Can deaf ears  take delight when Phmmius sings ? 
Or Thamyris in curious painted things ? 
What sweet thought is there but I had the same ? 
And one gave place still as another came. 
Yet notwithstanding, like one dead it lay, 
Drooping more than a rose pulled yesterday. 
Now, when he should not jet, he bolts upright, 
And craves his task, and seeks to be at fight. 
Lie down with shame, and see thou stir no more. 
Seeing thou 5 would'st deceive me as before. 70 
Thou cozenest me: by thee surprised am I, 
And bide sore loss 6 with endless infamy. 

1 SO eds. B, C.--Ishara copy and ed. A "and refusde it." 
2 ,, Sic aret mediis taciti vulgator in undis." 
a So eds., B, C.--Isham copy and ed. A "nor." 
4 Isham copy "yeares ;" ed. A "yeres ;" eds. B, C "eare.'" 
 So eds. B, C.--Isham copy and ed. A "Seeing now thou." 
a So eds. B, C.Isham copy and ed. A "gTeat hurt." 
VOL. III. N 



O  .,id's E&gies. 9 5 
Fool, can'st thou him in thy white arms embrace ? 
Fool, can'st thou lie in his enfolding space ? 
Know'st not this head 1 a helm was wont to bear ? 
This side that serves thee, a sharp sword did wear. 
His left hand, whereon gold doth ill alight, 
A target bore : blood-sprinkled was his right. 
Can'st touch that hand wherewith some one lies 
dead ? 
Ah, whither is thy breast's soft nature fled ? 
Behold the signs of ancient fight, his scars ! 
Whate'er he hath, his body gained in wars. o 
Perhaps he'll tell how oft he slew a man, 
Confessing this, why dost thou touch him than ? .o 
I, the pure priest of Phcebus and the lIuses, 
At thy deaf doors in verse sing nay abuses. 
Not what we slothful know, s let wise men learn, 
But follow trelnbling camps and battles stern. 
And for a good verse draw the first dart forth :4 
Homer without this shall be nothing worth. 
Jove, being adlnonished gold had sovereign power, 
To win the maid came in a golden shower. 30 
Till then, rough was her father, she severe, 
The posts of brass, the walls of iron were. 
But when in gifts the wise adulterer came, 
She held her lap ope to receive the same. 

So ed. B.--Ed. C "his." (" Caput hoc galeam portare solebat.") 
Then. 
Old eds. knew. 
Marlowe has quite mistaken the meaning of the original "Proque 
bono versu primum deducite pilum." 



Ovid's ]Ieies. 

I99 

Thee, sacred poet, could sad flames destroy ? 
Nor feared they thy body to annoy ? 
The holy gods' gilt temples they might fire, 
That durst to so great wickedness aspire. 
Eryx' bright empress turned her looks aside, 
And some, that she refrained tears, have denied. 
Yet better is't, than if Corcyra's Isle, 
Had thee unknown interred in ground most vile. 
Thy dying eyes here did thy mother close, 
Nor did thy ashes her last offerings lose. 
Part of her sorrow here thy sister bearing, 
Comes forth, her unkembed 1 locks asunder tearing. 
Nemesis and thy first wench join their kisses 
With thine, nor this last fire their presence misses. 
Delia departing, " Happier loved," she saith, 
"Was I: thou liv'dst, while thou esteem'dst my faith." 
Nemesis answers, "What's my loss to thee ? 
His fainting hand in death engraspd me." 
If aught remains of us but name and spirit, 
Tibullus doth Elysium's joy inherit. 
Their youthful brows with ivy girt to meet him, 
XVith Calvus learned Catullus comes, and greet him ; 
And thou, if falsely charged to wrong thy friend, 
Gallus, that car'dst 2 not blood and life to spend, 
With these thy soul walks: souls if death release, 
The godly 3 sweet Tibullus doth increase. 
Thy bones, I pray, may in the urn safe rest, 
And may th' earth's weight thy ashes naught molest. 

50 

Old eds. ' vnkeembe" and ' unkeemb'd." 
Old eds. ' carst." 3 ,, Alzxisti numeros, culte Tibulle, pios." 



Ovid's Elegies. 20 I 
The goddess saw Iasion on Candian Ide, 
With strong hand striking wild beasts' bristled hide. 
She saw, and as her marrow took the flame, 
Was divers ways distract with love and shame. 
Love conquered shame, the furrows dry were burned, 
And corn with least part of itself returned. 3o 
When well-tossed mattocks did the ground prepare, 
Being fit-broken with the crooked share, 
And seeds were equally in large fields cast, 
The ploughman's hopes were frustrate at the last. 
The grain-rich goddess in high woods did stray, 
Her long hair's ear-wrought garland fell away. 
Only was Crete fruitful that plenteous year ; 
Where Ceres went, each place was harvest there. 
Ida, the seat of groves, did sing 1 with corn, 
Which by the wild boar in the woods was shorn. 40 
Law-giving Minos did such years desire, 
And wished the goddess long might feel love's fire. 
Ceres, what sports  to thee so grievous were, 
As in thy sacrifice we them forbear ? 
XVhy am I sad, when Proserpine is found, 
And Juno-like with Dis reigns under ground ? 
Festival days ask Venus, songs, and wine, 
These gifts are meet to please the powers divine. 

x Marlowe has made the school-boy's mistake of confusing " 
and "cano." 
2 The original has 
"Quod tibi secubitus tristes, dea tiara, fuissent, 
Hoc cogor sacris nunc ego ferre tuis." 
Marlowe appears to have read "Qui tibi concubitus," &c. 

CaliCO 
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Ovid's t  legies. 

.ELEGIA XI. 1 
Ad amicam a cujus amore discedere non potest. 
Long have I borne much, mad thy faults me make ; 
Dishonest love, my wearied breast forsake ! 
Now have I freed myself, and fled the chain, 
And what I have borne, shame to bear again. 
We vanquish, and tread tamed love under feet, 
Victorious xvreaths e at length my temples greet. 
Suffer, and harden : good grows by this grief, 
Oft bitter juice brings to the sick relief. 
I have sustained, so off thrust from the door, 
To lay my body on the hard moist floor. 
I know not whom thou lewdly didst embrace, 
When I to watch supplied a servant's place. 
I saw when forth a tired lover went. 
His side past service, and his courage spent, 
Yet this is less than if he had seen me ; 
May that shame fall mine enemies' chance to be. 
When have not I, fixed to thy side, close laid ? 
I have thy husband, guard, and fellow played. 
The people by my company she pleased ; 
My love was cause that more men's love she seized. 
What, should I tell her vain tongue's filthy lies, 
And, to my loss, god-wronging perjuries ? 
What secret becks in banquets with her youths, 
With privy signs, and talk dissembling truths ? 

IO 

2o 

x Not in Isham copy or ed. A. 
"-" The original has "Venerunt capri cornua sera meo." 
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Ovid's Ele  ies. 

ELEGIA XII.  

Dolet amicam suam ita suis carminibus innotuisse ut rivales multos 
sibi pararit. 

What day was that, which all sad haps to bring, 
White birds to lovers did not  always sing ? 
Or is I think my wish against the stars ? 
Or shall I plain some god against me wars ? 
Who mine was called, whom I loved more than any, 
I fear with me is common now to many. 
Err I ? or by my books a is she so known ? 
'Tis so : by my wit her abuse is grown. 
And justly : for her praise why did I tell ? 
The wench by my fault is set forth to sell. 
The bawd I play, lovers to her I guide : 
Her gate by my hands is set open wide. 
'Tis doubtful whether verse avail or harm, 
Against my good they were an envious charm. 
When Thebes, when Troy, when Cesar should be writ, 
Alone Corinna moves my wanton wit. 
With Muse opposed, would I my lines had done, 
And Phcebus had forsook my work begun ! 
Nor, as use will not poets' record hear, 
Would I my words would any credit bear. 2o 

1 Not in Isham copy or ed. A. 
z Marlowe has put his negative in the wrong place and made nonsense 
of the couplet :-- 
"Quis fuit ille dies quo tristia semper amanti 
Omina non albae concinuistis ayes ?" 
s Old eds. "lookes." 



Ovid's legies. 

ELEGIA XIII. 1 

De Junonis festo. 
When fruit-filled Tuscia should a wife give me, 
We touched the walls, Camillus, won by thee. 
The priests to Juno did prepare chaste feasts, 
With famous pageants, and their home-bred beasts. 
To know their rites well recompensed my stay, 
Though thither leads a rough steep hilly way. 
There stands an old wood with thick trees dark clouded : 
Who sees it grants some deity there is shrouded. 
An altar takes men's incense and oblation, 
An altar made after the ancient fashion. o 
Here, when the pipe with solemn tunes doth sound, 
The annual pomp goes on the covered .o ground. 
White heifers by glad people forth are led, 
Which with the grass of Tuscan fields are fed, 
And calves from whose feared front no threatening flies, 
And little pigs, base hogsties' sacrifice, 
And rams with horns their hard heads wreathed back ; 
Only the goddess-hated goat did lack, 
:By whom disclosed, she in the high woods took, 
Is said to have attempted flight forsook. 2o 
Now 3 is the goat brought through the boys with darts, 
And give[n] to him that the first wound imparts. 

Not in Isham copy or ed. A. 
' It per velatas annua pornpa vias." 
"Nunc quoclue per pueros jaculis incessitur index 
Et pretium auctori vulneris ipsa datur. ' 



EPIGRAMS BY J[OHN] D[AVIES]. 



EPIGRAMS BY J[OHN] D[AVIES].  

AD MUSAM. I. 
FLY, merry Muse, unto that merry town, 
Where thou mayst plays, revels, and triumphs see ; 
The house of fame, and theatre of renown, 
Where all good wits and spirits love to be. 
Fall in between their hands that praise and love thee, 
And be to them a laughter and a jest : 
But as for them which scorning shall reprove 3 thee, 
Disdain their wits, and think thine own the best. 
But if thou find any so gross and dull, 
That thinks I do to private taxing 4 lean, 

IO 

1 Dyce has carefully recorded the readings of a MS. copy (HarL IS. 
1836 ) of the present epigrams. As in most cases the variations are un- 
important, I have not thought it necessary to reproduce Dyce's elabo- 
rate collation. Where the MS. readings are distinctly preferable I have 
adopted them ; but in such cases I have been careful to record the 
readings of the printed copies. 
o So Dyce.--Old eds. "loue and praise thee ;" MS. "Seeme to love 
thee." 
a So Isham copy and MS. Ed. A "approve." 
4 Censuring. Dyce compares the Induction to the Airtight of the 
urzing Pestle :-- 
" Fly far from hence 
_All private taxes," 
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Bid him go hang, for he is but a gull, 
And knows not what an epigram doth  mean, 
Which taxeth,-" under a particular name, 
A general vice which merits public blame. 

OF A GULL II. 
Oft in my laughing rhymes I name a gull; 
But this new term will many questions breed; 
Therefore at first I will express at full, 
Who is a true and perfect gull indeed. 
A gull is he who fears a velvet gown, 
And, when a wench is brave, dares not speak to her 
A gull is he which traverseth the town, 
And is for marriage known a common, wooer ; 
A gull is he which, while he proudly wears 
A silver-hilted rapier by his side, 
Endures the lie 3 and knocks about the ears, 
Whilst in his sheath his sleeping sword doth bide ; 
A gull is he which wears good handsome clothes, 
And stands in presence stroking up his hair, 
And fills up his unperfect speech with oaths, 
But speaks not one wise word throughout the year 
But, to define a gull in terms precise,-- 
A gull is he which seems and is not wise. 4 

IO 

1 So MS.--Old eds. "does." 
'" MS. "Which carrieth under a peculiar name." 
:: So MS.--Old eds. "lies." 
-1 ,, To this epigram there is an evident allusion in the following one 
' TO CANDIDUS. 
Friend Candidus, thou often doost demaund 
XYhat humours men by gulling understand. , 



For that the clamorous fry of Inns of Court 
Fill up the private rooms of greater price, 
And such a place where all may have resort 
He in his singularity doth despise. 
Yet doth not his particular humour shun 
The common stews and brothels of the town, 
Though all the world in troops do thither run, 
Clean and unclean, the gentle and the clown : 
Then why should Rufus in his pride abhor 
A common seat, that loves a common whore ? 

lO 

IN QUINTUM. IV. 
Quintus the dancer useth evermore 
Itis feet in measure and in rule to move : 
Yet on a time he call'd his mistress whore, 
And thought with that sweet word to win her love. 
O, had his tongue like to his feet been taught, 
It never would have utter'd such a thought ! 

IN PLURIMOS. V. 1 
Faustinus, Sextus, Cinna, Ponticus, 
With Gella, Lesbia, Thais, Rhodope, 

hiS, " In meritficulas Londinensis." 



Rode all to Staines, 1 for no cause serious, 
But for their mirth and for their lechery. 
Scarce were they settled in their lodging, when 
Wenches with wenches, men with men fell out, 
Men with their wenches, wenches with their men ; 
Which straight dissolves 2 this ill-assembled rout. 
But since the devil brought them thus together, 
To my discoursing thoughts it is a wonder, 
Why presently as soon as they came thither, 
The self-same devil did theln part asunder. 
Doubtless, it seems, it was a foolish devil, 
That thus did part them ere they did some evil. 

IO 

IN TITUM. VI. 
Titus, the brave and valorous young gallant, 
Three years together in his town hath been ; 
Yet nay Lord Chancellor's 3 tomb he hath not seen, 
Nor the nev water-work, 4 nor the elephant. 
I cannot tell the cause without a smile,- 
He hath been in the Counter all this while. 

a MS. "Ware." -0 MS. "dissolv'd" 
a Sir Christopher Hatton's tomb. See Dugdale's History of Sl. Paul's 
Cathedral, ed. I658 , p. 8 3. 
4 ,. The new water-work was at London Bridge. The elephant was 
an object of great wonder and long remembered. A curious illustration 
of this is found in the llletamorphosis ol  the Walnut Tree of Borestall. 
written about 645, when the poet [ Wiliiarn Basse] brings trees of all 
descriptions to the funeral, particularly a gigantic oak-- 
"The youth of these our times that did behold 
This notion strange of this unwieldy plant 



IN FAUSTUM. VII. 

Faustus, nor lord nor knight, nor wise nor old, 
To every place about the town doth ride ; 
He rides into the fields 1 plays to behold, 
He rides to take boat at the water-side, 
He rides to laul's, he rides to th' ordinary, 
He rides unto the house of bawdry too,-- 
Thither his horse so often doth him carry, 
That shortly he will quite forget to go. 

IN KATAM.-" VIII. 

Kate, being pleas'd, wish'd that her pleasure could 
Endure as long as a buff-jerkin would. 
Content thee, Kate ; although thy pleasure wasteth, 
Thy pleasure's place like a buff-jerkin lasteth, 
For no buff-jerkin hath been oftener worn, 
Nor hath more scrapings or more dressings borne. 

Now boldly brag with us that are men old, 
That of our age they no advantage want, 
Though in our youth we saw an elephant." 
--CunningIam. 
I See the admirable account of "The Theatre and Curtain" in Mr. 
Halliwell-Phillipps' Outlines of tlte Life of Sl, akespeare, ed. 3, PP. 385 - 
433- It is there shown that the access to the T/matte play-house w 
though Finsbury Fields to the wt of the western bounda-wall of the 
grounds of the dissolved Holywell Priory. 
 Not in MS. 



IN LIBRUM. IX. 

Liber doth vaunt how chastely he hath liv'd 
Since he hath been in town, seven years 1 and more, 
For that he swears he hath four only swiv'd, 
A maid, a wife, a widow, and a whore : 
Then, Liber, thou hast swiv'd all womenkind, 
For a fifth sort, I know, thou canst not find. 

IN MEDONTEM. X. 

Great Captain Medon wears a chain of gold 
Which at five hundred crowns is valued, 
For that it was his grandsire's chain of old, 
When great King Henry Boulogne conquered. 
And wear it, Medon, for it may ensue, 
That thou, by virtue of this massy chain, 
A stronger town than Boulogne mayst subdue, 
If wise men's saws be not reputed vain ; 
For what said Philip, king of Macedon ? 
"There is no castle so well fortified, 
But if an ass laden with gold comes on, 
The guard will stoop, and gates fly open wide." 

IO 

IN GELAI. XI. 
Gella, if thou dost love thyself, take heed 
Lest thou my rhymes unto thy lover read ; 

1 MS. "knowen this towne 7 yeares." 



For straight thou grinn'st, and then thy lover seeth 
Thy canker-eaten gums and rotten teeth. 

IN QUINTUM. 1 XII. 
Quintus his wit, infus'd into his brain, 
Mislikes the place, and fled into his feet ; 
.And there it wanders up and down the street,  
Dabbled in the dirt, and soaked in the rain. 
Doubtless his wit intends not to aspire, 
Which leaves his head, to travel in the mire. 

IN SEVERUM. XIII. 
The puritan Severus oft doth read 
This text, that doth pronounce vain speech a sin,- 
"That thing defiles a man, that doth proceed 
From out the mouth, not that which enters in." 
Hence is it that we seldom hear him swear ; 
And therefore like a Pharisee, he vaunts; 
But he devours more capons in a year 
Than would suffice a hundred protestants. 
And, sooth, those sectaries are gluttons all, 
As well the thread-bare cobbler as the knight ; 

IO 

Not in MS. 
Old eds. "streets," 



E;hi  'rasns [;y .7. D. 

For those poor slaves which have not wherewithal, 
Feed on the rich, till they devour them quite ; 
And so, like Pharaoh's kine, they eat up clean 
Those that be fat, yet still themselves be lean. 

22I 

IN LEUCAM. XIV. 1 
Leuca in presence once a fart did let : 
Some laugh'd a little ; she forsook the place ; 
And, mad with shame, did eke her glove forget, 
Which she return'd to fetch with bashful ace ; 
And when she would have said "this is .o. my glove," 
"My fart," quod she; which did more laughter 
move. 

IN MACRUM. XV. 
Thou canst not speak yet, Macer ; for to speak, 
Is to distinguish sounds significant : 
Thou with harsh noise the air dost rudely break ; 
:But what thou utter'st common sense doth want,-- 
Half-English words, with fustian terms among, 
Much like the burden of a northern song. 

Not in MS. 
So Isham copy.--Other eds. omit the words "this is." 
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IN FAUSTUM. XVI. 
"That youth," said Faustus, "hath a lion seen, 
Who from a dicing-house comes moneyless." 
But when he lost his hair, where had he been ? 
I doubt me, he 1 had seen a lioness. 

IN COSMUM. XVII. 
Cosmus hath more discoursing in his head 
Than Jove when Pallas issu'd from his brain ; 
And still he strives to be delivered 
Of all his thoughts at once ; but all in vain ; 
For, as we see at all the playhouse-doors, 
When ended is the play, the dance, and song, 
A thousand townsmen, gentlemen, and whores, 
Porters, and serving-men, together throng, I 
So thoughts of drinking, thriving, wenching, war, 
And borrowing money, ranging in his mind, 
To issue all at once so forward are, 
As none at all can perfect passage find. 

IO 

IN FLACCUM. XVIII. 
The false knave Flaccus once a bribe I gave; 
The more tool I to bribe so false a knave : 

1 So MS. and eds. B, C. Not in Isham copy or ed. A. 



But he gave back my bribe; the more fool he, 
That for my folly did not cozen me. 
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IN CINEAM. XIX. 
Thou, dogged Cineas, hated like a dog, 
For still thou grumblest like a toasty 1 dog, 
Compar'st thyself to nothing but a dog ; 
Thou say'st thou art as weary as a dog, 
As angry, sick, and hungry as a dog, 
As dull and melancholy as a dog, 
As lazy, sleepy, idle oas a dog. 
But why dost thou compare thee to a dog 
In that for which all men despise a dog ? 
I will compare thee better to a dog ; 
Thou art as fair and comely as a dog, 
Thou art as true and honest as a dog, 
Thou art as kind and liberal as a dog, 
Thou art as wise and valiant as a dog. 
But, Cineas, I have often 3 heard thee tell, 
Thou art as like thy father as may be : 
'Tis like enough ; and, faith, I like it well; 
]3ut I am glad thou art not like to me. 

Io 

Mastiff. 
So Isham copy and MS.--Eds. A, B, C "and az idle." 
So MS.--Isham copy and ed. A "oft." 



igrams D. 

IN GERONTEM.  XX. 

Geron, whose 2 mouldy memory corrects 
Old Holinshed our famous chronicler 
With moral rules, and policy collects 
Out of all actions done these fourscore year ; 
Accounts the time of every odd  event, 
Not from Christ's birth, nor from the prince's reign, 
But from some other famous accident, 
Which in men's general notice doth remain,- 
The siege of Boulogne, 4 and the plaguy sweat, 5 
The going to Saint Quintin's 6 and New-Haven,  
The rising s in the north, the frost so great, 
That cart-wheel prints on Thamis' face were graven, 

IO 

1 Not in MS. 
 So Isham copy.--Omitted in cd. A. 
3 So Isham copy.--Eds. A, B, C "old." 
 Boulogne was captured by Henry VIII. in 1544. 
 The reference probably is to the dsitation of 1551. 
* In 1557 an English corps under the Earl of Pembroke took part in 
the war against France. "The English did not share in the glory of the 
battle, for they were not present ; but they arrived two days after to take 
part in the storming of St. Quentin, and to share, to their shame, in the 
sack and spoiling of the town."--Froude, VI. 5 . 
r Havre.--The expedition was despatched in I56. 
 Led by the Earls of Northumberland and Westmoreland in 1569. 
9 The reference is to the frost of 1564.--" There was one g-teat frost 
in England in our memory, and that was in the 7th year of Queen 
Elizabeth : which began upon the 2ist of December and held in so ex- 
tremely that, upon New Year's eve following, people in multitudes went 
upon the Thames from London Bridge to Westminster ; some, as you 
tell me, sir, they do now--playing at football, others shooting at pricks." 
--"The Great Frost," 16o8 (Arber's "English Garner," Vol. I.) 



Making his mistress march with men of war, 
With title of "Tenth Worthy" doth her lade. 
Methinks that gull did use his terms as fit, 
Which term'd his love "a giant for her wit." 
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IN GELLAM. XXVI. 

If Gella's beauty be examined, 
She hath a dull dead eye, a saddle nose, 
An ill-shap'd face, with morphew overspread, 
And rotten teeth, which she in laughing shows ; 
Briefly, she is the filthiest wench in town, 
Of all that do the art of whoring use : 
]3ut when she hath put on her satin gown, 
Her cut 1 lawn apron, and her velvet shoes, 
Her green silk stockings, and her petticoat 
Of taffeta, with golden fringe around, 
And is withal perfum'd with civet hot, 
Which doth her valiant stinking breath confound,- 
Yet she with these additions is no more 
Than a sweet, filthy, fine, ill-favour'd whore. 

IO 

Drayton's "To the Celestiall Numbers" in Idea. Jonson told Drum- 
mond that "S. J. Davies played in ane Epigrame on Draton's, who in a 
sonnet concluded his mistress might been the Ninth [sic] Worthy ; and 
said he used a phrase like Dametas in Arcadia, who said, For wit his 
Mistresse might be a Gyant."--Notes oflen Jonson's Cozversations with 
Drumnond, p. x 5. (ed. Shakesp. Soc.) 
1 So MS.--Old eds. "out." 



IN DACUM. a XXX. 
Amongst the poets Dacus number'd is, 
Yet could he never make an English rhyme : 
But some prose speeches I have heard of his, 
Which have been spoken many a hundred time 
The man that keeps the elephant hath one, 
Wherein he tells the wonders of the beast ; 
Another Banks pronounced long agone, 
When he his curtal's .o qualities express'd: 
He first taught him that keeps the monuments 
At Vestminster, his formal tale to say, 
And also him which puppets represents, 
And also him which with the ape doth play. 
Though all his poetry be like to this, 
Amongst the poets Dacus number'd is. 

IO 

IN PRISCUM. XXXI. 

When Priscus, rais'd from low to high estate, 
Rode through the street in pompous jollity, 
Caius, his poor familiar friend of late, 
Bespake him thus, "Sir, now you know not me." 
"'Tis likely, friend," quoth Priscus, "to be so, 
For at this time myself I do not know." 

x Samuel Daniel. See Ep. xlv. 
'-'- All the information about Banks' wonderful horse Moroccus {" the 
little horse that ambled on the top of Paul's" ) is collected in Mr. Halli- 
well-Phillips' Jlemaranda on Love's Labour Last. 
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Ep#ra    zs 7. D. 

Yet would I use none of these terms before; 
I would but say, that it the pox will cure ; 
This were enough, without discoursing more, 
All our brave gallants in the town t'allure. 

IN CP.ASSUM. XYVII. 

Crassus his lies are no 1 pernicious lies, 
But pleasant fictions, hurtful unto none 
But to himself; for no man counts him wise 
To tell for truth that which for false is known. 
tie swears that Gaunt  is three-score miles about, 
And that the bridge at Paris 3 on the Seine 
Is of such thickness, length, and breadth throughout, 
That six-score arches can it scarce sustain ; 
He swears he saw so great a dead man's skull 
At Canterbury digg'd out of the ground, 
As 4 would contain of wheat three bushels full ; 
And that in Kent are twenty yeomen found, 
Of which the poorest every year  dispends 
Five thousand pound: these and five thousand mo 
So oft he hath recited to his friends, 
That now himself persuades himself 'tis so. 

IO 

1 So MS.--Eds. "not." 
- Ghent. 
3 The reference probably is to the Pont Neuf, begun by Henry III. 
and finished by Henry IV. 
 So MS.--Old eds "That." 
 MS. "day !" 
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AD MUSAM. XLVIII. 
Peace, idle Muse, have done ! for it is time, 
Since lousy Ponticus envies my fame, 
_And swears the better sort are much to blame 
To make me so well known for my ill rhyme. 
Yet :Banks his horse  is better known than he ; 
So are the camels and the western hog, 
And so is Lepidus his printed dog : 
Why doth not Ponticus their fames envy ? 
:Besides, this Muse of mine and the black feather 
Grew both together fresh in estimation ; 
And both, grown stale, were cast away together: 
What fame is this that scarce lasts out a fashion ? 
Only this last in credit doth remain, 
That from henceforth each bastard cast-forth rhyme, 
Which doth but savour of a libel vein, 
Shall call me father, and be thought my crime ; 
So dull, and with so little sense endued, 
Is my gross-headed judge the multitude. 

J. D. 

io 

1 See note, p. 3 . 
-" Dyce points out that by Lepidus is meant Sir John Itarington, 
whose dog Bungey is represented in a compartment of the engraved 
title-page of the translation of Orlando Furioso, 1591. In his epigrams 
( Book III. Ep. 21 ) Harington refers to this epiga-am of Davies, and 
expresses himself greatly pleased at the compliment paid to his dog. 



IGNOTO. 

I x LOVE thee not for sacred chastity,-- 
Who loves for that ?--nor for thy sprightly wit ; 
I love thee not for thy sweet modesty, 
Which makes thee in perfection's throne to sit; 
I love thee not for thy enchanting eye, 
Thy beauty['s] ravishing perfection ; 
I love thee not for unchaste luxury, 
Nor for thy body's fair proportion ; 
I love thee not for that my soul doth dance 
And leap with pleasure, when those lips of thine 
Give musical and graceful utterance 
To some (by thee made happy) poet's line ; 
I love thee not for voice or slender small: 
But wilt thou know wherefore ? fair sweet, for all. 

Faith, wench, I cannot court thy sprightly eyes, 
With the base-viol plac'd between my thighs ; 
I cannot lisp, nor to some fiddle sing, 
Nor run upon a high-stretch'd minikin ; 
I cannot whine in puling elegies, 
Entombing Cupid with sad obsequies; 

1 This sonnet and the two following pieces are only found in Isham 
copy and ed. A. 



THE FIRST BOOK OF LUCAN. 



TO HIS KIND AND TRUE FRIEND, EDWARD BLUNT. 1 

BLUNT," I propose to be blunt with you, and, out of my dulness, to 
encounter you with a Dedication in memory of that pure elemental 
wit, Chr. Marlowe, whose ghost or genius is to be seen walk the 
Churchyard, a in, at the least, three or four sheets. Methinks you 
should presently look wild now, and Wow humorously frantic upon 
the taste of it. Well, lest you should, let me tell you, this spirit was 
sometime a familiar of your own, Zucan's 1first Book translated; 
which, in regard of your old right in it, I have raised in the circle of 
your patronage. But stay now, Edward : if I mistake not, you are 
to accommodate yourself with some few instructions, touching the 
property of a patron, that you are not yet possessed of; and to study 
them for your better grace, as our gallants do fashions. First, you 
must be proud, and tlfink you have merit enough in you, though 
you are ne'er so empty ; then, when I bring you the book, take 
physic, and keep state ; assign me a time by your man to come 
again ; and, afore the day, be sure to have changed your lodging ; 
in the meantime sleep little, and sweat with the invention of some 
pitiful dry jest or two, xvhich you may happen to utter with some 
little, or not at all, marking of your friends, when you have found a 
place for them to come in at ; or, if by chance something has dropped 
from you worth the taking up, weary all that come to yott with the 
often repetition of it ; censure, scornfully enough, and somewhat 
like a traveller ; commend nothing, lest you discredit your (that 
which you would seem to have) judgment. These things, if you can 

/ vell-known bookseller, 
Old ed. "Blount." 
Paul's churchyard, the Elizabethan "Booksellers' Row." 



mould yourself to them, Ned, I make no question that they will not 
become you. One special virtue in our patrons of these days I have 
promised myself you shah fit excellently, which is, to give nothing ; 
yes, thy love I will challenge as my peculiar object, both in this, 
and, I hope, many more succeeding offices. Farewell : I affect not 
the world should measure my thoughts to thee by a scale of this 
nature : leave to think good of me when I fall from thee. 
Thine in all rights of perfect friendship, 
THOMAS THORPE. 



First 1700 of Lucan. 

Thee war's use stirr'd, and thoughts that always scorn'd 
A second place. Pompey could bide no equal, 
Nor Cesar no superior: which of both 
Had justest cause, unlawful 'tis to judge : 
Each side had great partakers ; Cesar's cause 
The gods abetted, Cato lik'd the other. 1 
Both differ'd much. Pompey was struck in years, 730 
And by long rest forgot to manage arms, 
And, being popular, sought by liberal gifts 
To gain the light unstable conlmons' love, 
And joy'd to hear his theatre's applause : 
He lived secure, boasting his former deeds, 
And thought his name sufficient to uphold him : 
Like to a tall oak in a fruitful field, 
Bearing old spoils and conquerors' monuments, 
Who, though his root be weak, and his own weight 
Keep him within the ground, his arms all bare, 4o 
His body, not his boughs, send forth a shade ; 
Though every blast it nod, 2 and seem to fall, 
When all the woods about stand bolt upright, 
Yet he alone is held in reverence. 
Cesar's renown for war was loss ; he restless, 
Shaming to strive but where he did subdue ; 
When ire or hope provok'd, heady and bold ; 
At all times charging home, and making havoc ; 

1 A somewhat weak translation of Lucaffs most famous line :-- 
"Victrix causa diis placuit, sed victa Catoni." 
 As the line stands we must take "nod" and "fall" transitively 
(" though every blast make it nod and seem to make it fall"). The 
original has "At quamvis primo nutet casura sub Euro." 
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Urging his fortune, trusting in the gods, 
Destroying what withstood his proud desires, xSO 
And glad when blood and ruin made him way : 
So thunder, which the wind tears from the clouds, 
With crack of riven air and hideous sound 
Filling the world, leaps out and throws forth fire, 
Affrights poor fearful men, and blasts their eyes 
With overthwarting flames, and raging shoots 
Alongst the air, and, not resisting it, 
Falls, and returns, and shivers where it lights. 
Such burnouts stirr'd them up ; but this war's seed 
Was even the same that wrecks all great dominions, x6o 
When Fortune made us lords of all, wealth flow'd, 
And then we grew licentious and rude ; 
The soldiers' prey and rapine brought in riot ; 
Men took delight in jewels, houses, plate, 
And scorn'd old sparing diet, and ware robes 
Too light for women ; _Poverty, who hatch'd 
Rome's greatest wits, 1 was loath'd, and all the world 
Ransack'd for gold, which breeds the wofld['s] decay; 
And then large limits had their butting lands ; 
The ground, which Curius and Camillus till'd, *70 
Was stretched unto the fields of hinds unknown. 
Again, this people could not brook calm peace ; 
Them freedom without war might not suffice : 
Quarrels were rife ; greedy desire, still poor, 
Did vild deeds ; then 'twas worth the price of blood, 
And deem'd renown, to spoil their native town ; 

* "Fecunda virorum ! Paupertas." 
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Cmsar is thine,'so please it thee, thy soldier. 
He, he afflicts Rome that made me Rome's foe." 
This said, he, laying aside all lets 1 of war, 
Approach'd the swelling stream with drum and ensign : 
Like to a lion of scorch'd desert Afric, 
Who, seeing hunters, pauseth till fell wrath 
And kingly rage increase, then, having whisk'd 2io 
His tail athwart his back, and crest heav'd up, 
With jaws wide-open ghastly roaring out, 
Albeit the Moor's light javelin or his spear 
Sticks in his side, yet runs upon the hunter. 
In summer-time the purple Rubicon, 
Which issues from a small spring, is but shallow, 
And creeps along the vales, dividing just 
The bounds of Italy from Cisalpine France. 
:But now the winter's wrath, and watery moon 
:Being three days old, enforc'd the flood to swell, 220 
And frozen Alps thaw'd with resolving winds. 
The thunder-hoof'd o. horse, in a crooked line, 
To scape the violence of the stream, first waded ; 
Which being broke, the foot had easy passage. 
As soon as Caesar got unto the bank 
And bounds of Italy, "Here, here," saith he, 
"An end of peace ; here end polluted laws ! 
Hence leagues and covenants ! Fortune, thee I follow 
War and the Destinies shall try my cause." 
This said, the restless general through the dark, 230 

1 ,, Inde moras solvit belli." 
2 ,, Sonipes." 
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As oft as Rome was sack'd, here gan the spoil." 
Thus sighing whisper'd they, and none durst speak, 
And show their fear or grief ; but as the fields 260 
When birds are silent thorough winter's rage, 
Or sea far from the land, so all were whist, 1 
Now light had quite dissolv'd the misty night, 
And Cesar's mind unsettled musing stood ; 
But gods and fortune pricked him to this war, 
Infringing all excuse of modest shame, 
And labouring to approve  his quarrel good. 
The angry senate, urging Gracchus '3 deeds, 
From doubtful Rome wrongly expell'd the tribunes 
That cross'd them: both which now approach'd the 
camp, 270 
And with them Curio, sometime tribune too, 
One that was fee'd for Cmsar, and whose tongue 
Could tune the people to the nobles' mind. 4 
"Cesar," said he, "while eloquence prevail'd, 
And I might plead and draw the commons' minds 
To favour thee, against the senate's will, 
Five years I lengthen'd thy command in France ; 
But law being put to silence by the wars, 
We, from her houses driven, most willingly 
Suffer'd exile : let thy sword bring us home, 280 
Now, while their part is weak and fears, march hence : 

Silent. .o Prove, 
"Jactatis . . . Gracdzis." 
Marlowe omits to translate the words that follow in the original 
"Utque ducem varias volventem pectore curas 
Conspexit." 
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Where men are ready lingering ever hurts. 1 
In ten years wonn'st thou France : Rome may be won 
With far less toil, and yet the honour's more ; 
Few battles fought with prosperous success 
May bring her down, and with her all the world. 
Nor shalt thou triumph when thou com'st to Rome, 
Nor Capitol be adorn'd with sacred bays ; 
Envy denies all ; with thy blood must thou 
Aby thy conquest past : the son decrees 290 
To expel the father: share the world thou canst not ; 
Enjoy it all thou mayst." Thus Curio spake 
And therewith Caesar, prone enough to war, 
Was so incens'd as are Elean  steeds. 
With clamours, who, though lock'd and chain'd in stalls, 4 
Souse  down the walls, and make a passage forth. 
Straight summon'd he his several companies 
Unto the standard : his grave look appeas'd 
The wrestling tumult, and right hand made silence 
And thus he spake : "You that with me have borne 3co 
A thousand brunts, and tried me full ten years, 
See how they quit our bloodshed in the north, 

1 A line (omitted by Marlowe) follows in the original :" Par labor 
atque metus pretio majore petuntur." 
-" An obscure rendering of 
"Gentesque subactas 
Vix impune fetes." 
z Old ed. "Eleius," It is hardly possible to suppose (as Dyce sug- 
gests) that Marlowe took the adjective "Eleus" for a substantive. 
a A mistranslation of "carcere clauso." (" Carcer'" is the barrier or 
starting-place in the circus.) 
 "Immineat foribus." "Souse" is a north-country word meaning 
to bang or dash. It is also applied to tle swooping-down of a hawk 
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Neither spoil nor kingdom seek we by these arms, 
But Rome, at thraldom's feet, to rid from tyrants." 
This spoke, none answer'd, but a murmuring buzz 
Th' unstable people made : their household-gods 
And love to Rome (though slaughter steel'd their hearts, 
And minds were prone) restrain'd them ; but war's love 
And Caesar's awe dash'd all. Then Laelius, 1 
The chief centurion, crown'd with oaken leaves 
For saving of a Roman citizen, 
Stepp'd forth, and cried : "Chief leader of Rome's force, 
So be.I may be bold to speak a truth, 
We grieve at this thy patience and delay. 
What, doubt'st thou us ? even now when youthful blood 
Pricks forth our lively bodies, and strong arms 
Can mainly throw the dart, wilt thou endure 
These purple grooms, that senate's tyranny ? 
Is conquest got by civil war so heinous ? 
Well, lead us, then, to Syrtes' desert shore, 
Or Scythia, or hot Libya's thirsty sands. 
This band, that all behind us might be quail'd, .370 
Hath with thee pass'd the swelling ocean, 
And swept the foaming breast of Arctic o. Rhene. 
Love over-rules my will ; I must obey thee, 
Caesar: he whom I hear thy trumpets charge, 
I hold no Roman; by these ten blest ensigns 
And all thy several trimnphs, shouldst thou bid me 
Entomb my sword within my brother's bowels, 

Old ed. "Lalius." 
Old ed. "Articks Rhene." (" Rhene" is the old form of "Rhine.") 
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Or father's throat, or women's groaning x womb, 
This hand, albeit unwilling, should perform it ; 
Or rob the gods, or sacred temples fire, 38o 
These troops should soon pull down the church of Jove ;  
If to encamp on Tuscan Tiber's streams, 
I'll boldly quarter out the fields of Rome ; 
What walls thou wilt be levell'd with the ound, 
These hands shall thrust the ram, and make them fly, 
Albeit the city thou wouldst have so raz'd 
Be Rome itself." Here every band applauded, 
And, with their hands held up, all jointly cried 
They'll follow where he please. The shouts rent heaven, 
As when against pine-bearing Ossa's rocks 39o 
Beats Thracian Boreas, or when trees bow 3 down 
And rustling swing up as the wind fets 4 breath. 
When Cesar saw his army prone to war, 
And Fates so bent, lest sloth and long delay 
Might cross hfin, he withdrew his troops from France, 
And in all quarters musters men for Rome. 
They by Lemannus' nook forsook their tents ; 
They whom 5 the Lingones foil'd with painted spears, 

a So old ed. Dyce's correction "or groaning voman's womb" seems 
hardly necessary. (The original has "plenaeque in viscera partu 
conjugis.") 
" "Numtna miseebit eastrensis flamma Monetae." 
 Old ed. "bowde." 
a Fetches. 
 The original has-- 
"Castraque quae, Vogesi curvam super ardua rupem, 
Pugnaces pictis cohibebant Lingonas armis." 
Dyce conjectures that Marlowe's copy read Lingones. 
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And, Druides, you now in peace renew 
Your barbarous customs and sinister rites : 
In unfell'd woods and sacred groves you dwell ; 
And only gods and heavenly powers you know, 
Or only know you nothing ; for you hold 45o 
That souls pass not to silent Erebus 
Or Pluto's bloodless kingdom, but elsewhere 
Resume a body ; so (if truth you sing) 
Death brings long life. Doubtless these northern men, 
Whom death, the greatest of all fears, affright not, 
Are blest by such sweet error ; this makes them 
Run on the sword's point, and desire to die, 
And shame to spare life which being lost is won. 
You likewise that repuls'd the Cayc foe, 
March towards Rome; and you, fierce men of 
Rhene, 460 
Leaving your country open to the spoil. 
These being come, their huge power made him bold 
To manage greater deeds ; the bordering towns 
He garrison'd ; and Italy he fill'd with soldiers. 
Vain fame increased true fear, and did invade 
The people's minds, and laid before their eyes 
Slaughter to come, and, swiftly bringing news 
Of present war, made lnany lies and tales : 
One swears his troops of daring horsemen fought 
Upon Mevania's plain, where bulls are graz'd ; 470 
Other that Cesar's barbarous bands were spread 
Along Nat flood that into Tiber falls, 
And that his own ten ensigns and the rest 
March'd not entirely, and yet hide the ground ; 
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The skipping Salii with shields like wedges ; 
And Flamens last, with net-work woollen veils. 
While these thus in and out had circled Rome, 
Look, what the lightning blasted, Arruns takes, 
And it inters with murmurs dolorous, 
And calls the place Bidental. On the altar 
He lays a ne'er-yok'd bull, and pours down wine, 
Then crams salt leaven on his crooked knife : 
The beast long struggled, as being like to prove 6io 
An awkward sacrifice ; but by the horns 
The quick priest pulled him on his knees, and slew 
him. 
No vein sprung out, but from the yawning gash, 
Instead of red blood, wallow'd venomous gore. 
These direful signs made Arruns stand amazed, 
And searching farther for the gods' displeasure, 
The very colour scared him ; a dead blackness 
Ran through the blood, that turned it all to jelly, 
And stained the bowels with dark loathsome spots ; 
The liver swelled with filth ; and every vein 620 
Did threaten horror from the host of Cmsar 
A small thin skin contained the vital parts ; 
The heart stirred not ; and from the gaping liver 
Squeezed matter through the caul ; the entrails peered ; 
And which ( ay me ! ) ever pretendeth a ill, 
At that bunch where the liver is, appear'd 
A knob of flesh, whereof one half did look 

 Portendeth. 
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Mean ye to rage ? the death of many men 
Meets in one period. If cold noisome Saturn 65o 
Were now exalted, and with blue beams shin'd, 
Then Ganymede a would renew Deucalion's flood, 
And in the fleeting sea the earth be drench'd. 
O lhcebus, shouldst thou with thy rays now singe 
The fell Nemean beast, th' earth would be fir'd, 
And heaven tormented with thy chafing heat : 
But thy fires hurt not. Mars, 'tis thou inflam'st 
The threatening Scorpion with the burning tail, 
And fir'st his cleys : why art thou thus enrad ? 
Kind Jupiter hath low declin'd himself; 660 
Venus is faint ; swift Hermes retrograde ; 
Mars only rules the heaven. Why do the planets 
Alter their course, and vainly dim their virtue ? 
Sword-girt Orion's side glisters too bright : 
Var's rage draws near ; and to the sword's strong hand 
Let all laws yield, sin bears the name of virtue: 
Many a year these furious broils let last: 
Vhy should we wish the gods should ever end them ? 
Var only gives us peace. O Rome, continue 
The course of mischief, and stretch out the date 670 
Of slaughter! only civil broils make peace." 
These sad presages were enough to scare 
The quivering Romans ; but worse things affright them. 
As Menas  full of wine on lindus raves, 

1 The orinal has " Aquarius. "--Ganymede was changed into the 
sign Aquarius : see Hyginus' Poeticon Astron, II. 2 9. 
 Claws.  A Maenad.--Old ed. "Mnus." 
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TO HIS LOVE. 
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The Passionate She2bherd 

Thus as we pass the welcome night 
In sportful pleasures and delight, 
The nimble fairies on the grounds, 
Shall dance and sing melodious sounds. 

If these may serve for to entice 
Your presence to Love's Paradise, 
Then come with me, and be my dear, 
And we will then begin the year. 

The following verses in imitation of Marlowe are by 
Donne :-- 

THE BAIT. 

Come live with me, and be my love, 
And we will some new pleasure prove 
Of golden sands and christal brooks 
With silken lines and silver hooks. 

There will the river whispering run, 
Warm'd by thine eyes more than the sun ; 
And there th' enamoured fish will stay 
Begging themselves they may betray. 

When thou wilt swim in that live bath, 
Each fish which every channel hath 
Will amorously to thee swim, 
Gladder to catch thee than thou him. 



To his Lovc. 

If thou to be so seen beest loath 
By sun or moon, thou darkenest both ; 
And if nay self have leave to see, 
I heed not their light, having thee. 

Let others freeze with angling reeds 
And cut their legs with shells and weeds, 
Or treacherously poor fish beset 
With strangling snare or winding net. 

Let coarse bold hands from slimy nest 
The bedded fish in banks outwrest, 
Or curious traitors, sleave-silk flies, 
Bewitch poor fishes' wandering eyes. 

For thee, thou need'st no such deceit, 
For thou thyself art thine own bait : 
That fish that is not catched thereby, 
Alas, is wiser far than I. 

",8 9 

Herrick has a pastoral invitation 

TO PHILLIS TO LOVE AND LIVE WITH HIM. 

Live, live with me, and thou shalt see 
The pleasures I'll prepare for thee ; 
What sweets the country can afford 
Shall bless thy bed and bless thy board. 
III. 

T 
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The Passionale Shepherd 

The soft sweet moss shall be thy bed 
With crawling woodbine overspread : 
By which the silver-shedding streams 
Shall gently melt thee into dreams. 

Thy clothing next shall be a gown 
Made of the fleeces' purest down. 
The tongues of kids snall be thy meat ; 
Their milk thy drink ; and thou shall eat 

The paste of filberts for thy bread, 
With cream of cowslips buttered. 
Thy feasting-tables shall be hills 
With daisies spread and daffodils ; 

Where thou shalt sit, and red-breast by 
For meat shall give thee melody. 
I'll give thee chains and carcanets 
Of primroses and violets.! 

A bag and bottle thou shalt have, 
That richly wrought and this as brave, 
So that as either shall express 
The wearer's no mean shepherdess. 

At shearing-times and yearly wakes, 
When Themilis his pastime makes, 
There thou shalt be ; and be the wit, 
Nay more, the feast and grace of it. 



To/zis Love. 

On holidays when virgins meet 
To dance the hays with nimble feet, 
Thou shalt come forth and then appear 
The queen of roses for that year ; 

And having danced ('bore all the best) 
Carry the garland from the rest. 
In wicker-baskets maids shall bring 
To thee, my dearest shepherdling, 

The blushing apple, bashful pear, 
And shame-faced plum all simp'ring there : 
Walk in the groves and thou shalt find 
The name of Phillis in the rind 

Of every straight and smooth-skin tree, 
Where kissing that I'll twice kiss thee. 
To thee a sheep-hook I will send 
Be-prankt with ribands to this end, 

This, this alluring hook might be 
Less for to catch a sheep than me. 
Thou shalt have possets, wassails fine, 
Not made of ale but spiced wine ; 

To make thy maids and self free mirth, 
All sitting near the glittering hearth. 
Thou shalt have ribbands, roses, rings, 
Gloves, garters, stockings, shoes and strings, 



-" 9-" 

Of winning colours that shall move 
Others to lust but me to love. 
These, nay, and more, thine own shall be 
If thou wilt love and live with me. 



Turtle-taught lovers either other close, 
Lending to dulness feeling sympathyl; 
And as a costly valance o'er a bed, 
So did their garland-tops the brook o'erspread. 

Their leaves, that differ'd both in shape and show, 
Though all were green, yet difference such in green, 
Like to the checker'd bent of Iris' bow, 
Prided the running main, as it had been-- 



DIALOGUE IN VERSE) 

JACK, 
SEEST thou not yon farmer's son ? 
He hath stoln my love from me, alas 
What shall 1 do ? I am undone ; 
My heart will ne'er be as it was. 
O, but he gives her gay gold rings, 
_And tufted gloves [for] holiday, 
And many other goodly things, 
That hath stolen my love away. 

1 First printed in The ./llleyn Pa#ers (for the Shakespeare Society), 
p. 8, by Collier, who remarks :--" In the original 1MS. this dramatic 
dialog-ue in verse is written as prose, on one side of a sheet of 
paper, at the back of vhich, in a more modem hand, is the name  Kitt 
Marlowe.' What connection, if any, he may have had vith it, it is 
impossible to determine, but it was obviously worthy of preservation, as a 
curious stage-relic of an early date, and unlike anything else of the kind 
that has come down to us. In consequence of haste or ignorance on the 
part of the writer of the manuscript, it has been necessary to supply some 
portions, which are printed within brackets. There are also some 
obvious errors in the distribution of the dialog-ue, vhich it was not easy 
to correct. The probability is that, when performed, it was accompanied 
with music." 



Dialogue in Verse. 

FRIEND. 

Let him give her gay gold rings 
Or tufted gloves, were they ne'er so [gay]; 
IF]or were her lovers lords or kings, 
They should not carry the wench away. 

JACK.] 
But 'a dances wonders well, 
And with his dances stole her love from me : 
Yet she wont to say I bore the bell 
For dancing and for courtesy. 

IO 

DICK. 1 

Fie, lusty younker, what do you here, 
Not dancing on the green to-day ? 
For Pierce, the farmer's son, I fear, 
Is like to carry your wench away. 

2O 

[JACK.] 

Good Dick, bid them all come hither, 
And tell Pierce from me beside, 
That, if he thinks to have the wench, 
Here he stands shall lie with the bride. 

1 MS, "Jack." 
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Dia@ue in F'crse. 

FRIEND.] 
'Tis true, good sir ; and this is she 
Hopes your worship comes not to crave her ; 
For she hath lovers two or three, 
And he that dances best must have her. 

GENTLEMAN. 

How say you, sweet, will you dance with me ? 
And you [shall] have both land and [hill]; 
My love shall want nor gold nor fee. 

NAN.] 
I thank you, sir, for your good will ; 
But one of these my love must be: 
I'm but a homely country maid, 
And far unfit for your deee ; 
[To dance with you I am afraid.] 

5o 

FRIEND. 

Take her, good sir, by the hand, 
As she is fairest ; were she fairer, 
By this dance, you shall understand, 
He that can win her is like to wear her. 

FOOL. 
And saw you not [my] Nan to-day, 
My mother's maid have you not seen ? 



APPENDICES. 



APPENDICES. 

No. I. 

THE ATHEIST'S TRAGEDIE. 1 

ALL yOU that have got cares to heare, 
Now listen unto mee ; 
Whilst I do tell a tale of feare; 
A true one it shall bee : 

A truer storie nere was told, 
As some alive can showe ; 
'Tis of a man in crime grown olde, 
Though age he did not know. 

This man did his owne God denie 
And Christ his onelie son, 
And did all punishment defie, 
So he his course might run. 

1 In the Introduction I have expressed my opinion that this ballad is 
a forgery. 
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A    endbc. 
Both day and night would he blaspheme, 
And day and night would sweare, 
As if his life was but a dreame, 
Rot ending in dispaire. 

/k poet was he of repute, 
And wrote full many a playe, 
Now strutting in a silken sute, 
Then begging by the way. 

He had alsoe a player beene 
Upon the Curtaine-stage, 
But brake his leg in one lewd scene, 
When in his early age. 

He was a fellow to all those 
That did God's laws reject, 
Consorting with the Christians' foes 
And men of ill aspect. 

Ruffians and cutpurses hee 
Had ever at his backe, 
And led a life most foule and free, 
To his eternall wracke.. 

He now is gone to his account, 
And gone before his time, 
Did not his wicked deedes surmount 
All precedent of crime. 



But he no warning ever tooke 
From others' wofull fate, 
And never gave his life a looke 
Untill it was too late. 

He had a friend, once gay and greene, 1 
Who died not long before, 
The wofull'st wretch was ever seen, 
The worst ere woman bore, 

Unlesse this Wormall .o did exceede 
Even him in wickednesse, 
Who died in the extreemest neede 
And terror's bitternesse. 

Yet Wormall ever kept his course, 
Since nought could him dismay ; 
He knew not what thing was remorse 
Unto his dying day. 

Then had he no time to repent 
The crimes he did commit, 
And no man ever did lament 
For him, to dye unfitt. 

Ah, how is knowledge wasted quite 
On such want wisedome true, 
And that which should be guiding light 
But leades to errors newe ! 

305 

1 We are to suppose an allusion to Robert Greene. 
*- The anagram of Marlowe. 
VOL. IlL U 
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Aendia:. 

Well might learnd Cambridge oft regret 
He ever there was bred : 
The tree she in his mind had set 
]rought poison forth instead. 

His lust was lawlesse as his life, 
And brought about his death ; 
For, in a deadlie mortall strife, 
Striving to stop the breath 

Of one who was his rivall foe, 
With his owne dagger slaine, 
He groand, and word spoke never moe, 
Pierc'd through the eye and braine. 

Thus did he come to suddaine ende 
That was a foe to all, 
And least unto himselfe a friend, 
And raging passion's thrall. 

Had he been brought up to the trade 
His father follow'd still, 
This exit he had never made, 
Nor played a part soe ill. 

Take warning ye that playes doe make, 
And ye that doe them act ; 
Desist in time for Wormall's sake, 
And thinke upon his fact. 



Blaspheming Tambolin must die, 
And Faustus meete his ende ; 
Repent, repent, or presentlie 
To hell ye must discend. 
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What is there, in this world, of vorth, 
That we should prize it soe ? 
Life is but trouble from our birth, 
The wise do say and know. 

Our lives, then, let us mend with speed, 
Or we shall suerly rue 
The end of everie hainous deede, 
In life that shall insue. 
Finis. 



No. III. 

A NOTE  

CONTAYNINGE THE OPINION OF ONE CHRISTOFER MARYLE, 
CONCERNYNGE HIS DAMNABLE OPINIONS AND JUDG- 
MENT OF RELYGION AND SCORNE OF GODS WORDE. 
FROM lxlS. IIARL. 6853 , FOL. 320. 
THAT the Indians and many Authors of Antiquitei have 
assuredly written of aboue 16 thowsande yeers agone, 
whet Adam is proved to have leyved within 6 thowsande 
yeers. 
I-e armet]" That Moyses was but a Juggler, and 
that one Heriots can do more then bee. 
That lloyses made the Jewes to travell fortie yeers 
in the wildernes (which iorny might have ben don in 
lesse then one yeer) er they came to the promised lande, 
to the intente that those whoe wet privet to most of his 
subtileteis might perish, and so an everlastinge super- 
sticion remayne in the hartes of the people. 

1 This is the original title, which has been partly scored through to 
make way for the following title :I AZote delivered on Ifz/zitson eve 
last of the most ]wrreble blas2hhemes utleryd by C]rislofer 11Iarly vleo 
zithin iii dayes after came to a soden and fearfull end of his life. 
o. Words printed in italics are scored through in the hiS. 
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CHRISTOPHER IVARLOWE, ! Dramatists and *4ctors. 
THOMAS HEYWOOD 
THOMAS IIIDDLETON, DramatisL 
CECILIA, { 2gunawaytengough.IVife of the drunkard, 
alias JACK-O'-NIGHT I .4 laraernbuckler.lander and Swash- 
JACCONOT, 
Gentlemen, O.cers, Servants, 

SCENE I. 
tublic Gardens--Liberty of the Clink, Southwark. 
Enter hIARLOWE and HEYWOOD. 
HEYWOOD. 

]3e sure of it. 

I[ARLOWE. 
I am ; but not by your light. 
HEYWOOD. 
I speak it not in malice, nor in envy 
Of your good fortune with so bright a beauty 
But I have heard such things ! 
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MARLOWE. 

Good Master Heywood, 
I prithee plague me not with what thou'st heard ; 
I've seen, and I do love her--and, for hearing, 
The music of her voice is in my soul, 
And holds a rapturous jubilee 'midst dreams 
That melt the day and night into one bliss. 

HEVOOD. 

Beware the waking hour 

IARLOWE. 

In lovely radiance, 
Like all that's fabled of Olympus' queen, 
She moves--as if the earth were undulant clouds, 
And all its flowers her subject stars. 

HEYWOOD. 

Proceed. 

,{ARLOWE. 

Smile not ; for 'tis most true : the very air 
With her sweet presence is impregnate richly. 
As in a mead, that's fresh with youngest green, 
Some fragrant shrub, some secret herb, exhales 
Ambrosial odours ; or in lonely bower, 
Where one may find the musk plant, heliotrope, 
Geranium, or grape hyacinth, confers 
A ruling influence, charming present sense 
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I feel thy power. 

MARLOWE. 

CECILIA. 
I exercise no arts-- 
Whence is my influence ? 

IARLOWE. 

From heaven, I think. 
Madam, I love you--ere to-day you've seen it, 
_Although my lips ne'er breathed the xvord before ; 
And seldom as we've met and briefly spoken, 
There are such spiritual passings to and fro 
'Twixt thee and me--though I alone may suffer-- 
As make me know this love blends with my life ; 
Must branch with it, bud, blossom, put forth fruit, 
Nor end e'en xvhen its last husks strew the grave, 
Whence we together shall ascend to bliss. 

CECILIA. 
Continued from this world ? 

ARLOWE. 
Thy hand, both hands 
I kiss them from my soul ! 

Let loose my hands 
VOL. III. 

CECILIA. 
Nay, sir, you burn 
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1V[ARLOWE. 

I loose them--half my life has thus gone from me !- 
That which is left can scarce contain my heart, 
Now grown too full with the high tide of joy, 
Whose ebb, retiring, fills the caves of sorrow, 
Where Syrens sing beneath their dripping hair, 
And raise the mirror'd fate. 

CECILIA. 

Then, gaze not in it, 
Lest thou should'st see thy passing funeral. 
I would not--I might chance to see far worse. 

IVIARLOWE. 
Thou art too beautiful ever to die ! 
I look upon thee, and can ne'er believe it. 

CECILIA. 

O, sir--but passion, circumstance, and fate, 
Can do far worse than kill : they can dig graves, 
And make the future owners dance above them, 
Well knowing how 'twill end. Why look you sad ? 
'Tis not your case ; you are a man in love-- 
At least, you say so--and should therefore feel 
A constant sunshine, wheresoe'er you tread, 
Nor think of what's beneath. But speak no more : 
I see a volume gathering in your eye 
Which you would fain have printed in my heart ; 
But you were better cast it in the fire. 
Enough you've said, and I enough have listened. 
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I have said naught. 
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CECILIA. 
You have spoken very plainn 

So, Master Marlowe, please you, break we off; 
And, since your mind is now relieved--good day 
MARLOWE. 
Leave me not thus !--forgive me t. 
CECILIA. 

For what offence 

MARLOWE. 
The expression of nay love. 
CECILIA. 
Tut ! that's a trifle. 
Think'st thou I ne'er saw men in love before ? 
Unto the sunanaer of beauty they are common 
As grasshoppers. 
MARLOWE. 
And to its winter, lady ? 
CECILIA. 
There is no winter in nay thoughts--adieu ! 

Exit. 



IARLOWE. 

She's gone !--How leafless is my life !--My strength 
Seems melted--my breast vacantmand in my brain 
I hear the sound of a retiring sea. 
.Exit. 

SCENE II. 
Gravel Lane; Bankside. 
Enter HEIVOOD and MIDDLETON. 
/IDDLETON. 
And yet it may end well, after his fit is over. 
HEYWOOD. 
But he is earnest in it. 
/IDDLETON. 
'Tis his habit ; a little thunder clears the atmosphere. 
At present he is spell-bound, and smouldereth in a hot 
cloud of passion j but when he once makes his way, he 
will soon disperse his free spirit abroad over the inspired 
heavens. 
HEYWOOD. 
I fear me she will sow quick seed of feverish fancies 
in his mind that may go near to drive him mad. 
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I\IDDLETON. 
This is his passionate aggravation or self will: he 
must know it. 
HEYWOOD. 
'Tis nay belief; but her beauty blinds him with its 
beams, and drives his exiled reason into darkness. 

[IDDLETON. 
Here comes one that could enlighten his perception, 
methinks. 

HEYWOOD. 
Who's he? Jack-o'onight, the tavern pander and 
swashbucklen 

Enter JACCONOT. 

JACCONOT. 

Save ye, my masters ; lusty thoughts go with ye, and 
a jovial full cup wait on your steps : so shall your blood 
rise, and honest women pledge ye in their dreams ! 

MIDDLETON. 

Your weighty-pursed knowledge of women, balanced 
against your squinting knowledge of honesty, Master 
Jack-o'-night, would come down to earth, methinks, as 
rapid as a fall from a gallows-tree. 
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IIDDLETON (tO HEYWOOD laugfdngly). 
The devil's seed germinates with reptile rapidity, and 
blossoms and fructifies in the vinous fallows of this 
bully's brain ! 

JACCONOT. 
I tell thee what(laak/1g off) another time! 
2Txff JACCONOT hastily. 

I breathe fresh air! 

HEYWOOD. 

1V[IDDLETON. 

Look !--said I not so ? See whom 'tis he meets ; 
And with a lounging, loose, familiar air, 
Cocking his cap and setting his hand on's hip, 
Salutes with such free language as his action 
And attitude explain! 

HEYWOOD. 

I grieve for Marlowe : 
The more, since 'tis as certain he must have 
Full course of passion, as that its object's full 
Of most unworthy elements. 

IkIIDDLETON. 
Unworthy, 
Indeed, of such a form, if all be base. 
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CECILIA (half aside). 
Alas ! alas !--the world sees us only as bright, though 
baleful stars, little knowing our painful punishments in 
the dark--our anguish in secret. 

JACCONOT. 
Are you thinking of me ? 

Go ! 

CECILIA. 

JACCONOT. 
Go !--a death's-head crown your pillow! May you 
dream of love, and wake and see that ! 
CECILIA. 
I had rather see't than you. 
JACCONOT. 
What's i' the wind,--nobleman, or gentleman, or a 
brain fancy--am not I at hand ? Are you mad ? 

CECILIA (07JeFC0"l. 
I'd gladly believe I have been so. 

JACCONOT. 
Good. I'm content you see me aright once more, and 
acknowledge yourself wrong. 
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CEClIaA (half aside, and tearfully). 
O, wrong indeed--very wrong--to my better nature-- 
my better nature. 

JACCONOT. 
And to me, too ! Bethink thee, I say, when last year, 
after the dance at Hampton, thou wert enraged against 
the noble that slighted thee ; and, flushed with wine. 
thou took'st me by the ear, and mad'st me hand thee 
into thy coach, and get in beside thee, with a drawn sword 
in my hand and a dripping trencher on my head, singing 
such songs, until 
CECILIA. 
Earthworms and stone walls ! 

JACCONOT. 
Hey ! what of them ? 

CECILIA. 
I would that as the corporal Past they cover, 
They would, at earnest bidding of the will, 
Entomb in walls of darkness and devour 
The hated retrospections of the mind. 

JACCONOT (aside). 
Oho !rathe lamps and saw-dust !--Here's foul play 
And mischief in the market. Preaching varlet ! 
I'll find him out--I'll dog him ! .Exit. 
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ARLOWE. 

Not so : we write from the full heart within, 
And leave posterity to find her own. 
Health, sir !myour good deeds laurel you in heaven. 

l, I DDLETON. 
'Tvere best men left their fame to chance and fashion, 
As birds bequeath their eggs to the sun's hatching, 
Since Genius can make no will. 

MARLOWE. 
Troth, can it ! 
But for the consequences of the deed, 
What fires of blind fatality may catch them ! 
Say, you do love a womanmdo adore her 
You may embalm the memory of her worth 
And chronicle her beauty to all time, 
In words whereat great Jove himself might flush, 
And feel Olympus tremble at his thoughts ; 
Yet where is your security ? Some clerk 
XVanting a foolscap, or some boy a kite, 
Some housewife fuel, or some sportsman wadding 
To wrap a ball (which hits the poet's brain 
By merest accident) seizes your record, 
And to the wind thus scatters all your will, 
Or, rather, your will's object. Thus, our pride 
Swings like a planet by a sngle hair, 
Obedient to God's breath. More wine ! more wine 
I preach--and I grow melancholywine ! 
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nter DRAWER with a tankard. 

A GENTLEMAN 
We're wending homeward--gentlemen, good night ! 

[ARLOWE. 

Not yet--not yet--the night has scarce begun-- 
Nay, Master Heywood--Middleton, you'll stay ! 
Bright skies to those who go--high thoughts go with ye, 
And constant youth ! 

GENTLEMEN. 
We thank you, sirmgood night ! Exeunt GENTLEMEN. 

HEYWOOD. 
Let's follow--'tis near morning. 

MARLOWE. 

Do not go. 
I'm ill at ease, touching a certain matter .-. 
I've taken to heart--don't speak of't--and besides 
I have a sort of horror of my bed. 
Last night a squadron charged me in a dream, 
With Isis and Osiris at the flanks, 
Towering and waving their colossal arms, 
While in the van a fiery chariot roll'd, 
Wherein a woman stood--I knew her well-- 
Who seem'd but newly risen from the grave ! 
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HEYWOOD (tO ]fIDDLETON). 
The air flows in upon his heated face, 
And he grows pale with looking at the stars ; 
Thinking the while of many things in heaven. 
,[ IDDLETON. 
And some one on the earthmas fair to him-- 
For, Io you !mis't not she ? 
(_Pointing towards te oen window.) 
HEVOOD. 
The lady, folded 
In the long mantle, coming down the street ? 

IIDDLETON. 
Let be ; we cannot.help him. 
(HEIrWOOD and I[IDDLETON retire 129artCECILIA 
is assing by.tlte olden window.) 

IIARLOWE. 
Stay awhile !- 
One moment stay t. 
CECILIA (ausin). 
That is not much to ask. 
(Sloe sts in t/rouglt t/e window.) 

,]ARLOWE. 

Nor much for you to grant ; but O, to me 
That moment is a circle without bounds,-- 
Because I see no end to my delight ! 
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CECILIA. 
0, sir, you make mc very sad at heart ; 
Let's speak no more of this. I am on my way 
To walk beside the river. 

]V[ARLOWE. 
May I come ? 

CECILIA. 
Ah, no ; I'll go alone. 

IARLOWE. 
'Tis dark and dismal ; 
Nor do I deem it safe ! 

CECILIA. 
What can harm me ? 
If not above, at least I am beyond 
All common dangers. No, you shall not come. 
I have some questions I would ask myself; 
And in the sullen, melancholy flow 
O' the unromantic Thames, that has been witness 
Of many tragical realities, 
Bare of adornment as its cold stone stairs, 
I may find sympathy, if not response. 

MARLOWE. 
You find both here. I know thy real life ; 
We do not see the truth--or, O, how little 

339 
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MIDDLETON. 
Wc need not your help. 
I-EYWOOD. 
Ve thank you, ]ack-o'-night : we would be alone. 
JACCONOT. 
What sayyou, Master Marlowe ? you look as grim as 
a sign-painters' first sketch on a tavern bill, after his 
ninth tankard. 

MIDDLETON. 
Cease your death-rattle, night-hawk, t 

That's well said. 

MARLOWE. 

JACCONOT. 
Is it? So 'tis my gallants--a night-bird like your- 
selves, am I. 
MARLOWE. 
Beast !--we know you. 

JACCONO 

Your merry health, blaster Kit Marlowe! I'I1 bring 
a loud pair of palms to cheer your soul the next time you 
strut in red paint with a wooden weapon at your thigh. 
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MARLOWE, 
Who sent for you, doff-hawk ?--go 

JACCONOT. 
Go! Aha !--i remembe the vord--same tone, same 
gesture--or as like as the two profiles of a monkey, or as 
two squeaks for one pinch. Go !--not I--here's to all 
your healths ! One pull more ! There, I've done--take 
it, Master Marlowe ; and pledge me as the true knight of 
London's rarest beauties! 

I will ! 

i''I ARLOW'E. 
(Z)ashes llze lankard at his head. ) 

JACCONOT (stoo2#in  quickly). 
A miss, 'fore-gad !--the wall has got it ! See where it 
trickles down like the long robe of some dainty fair one ! 
And look you here--and there again, look you !--what 
make you of the picture he hath presented ? 

,IARLOWE (staggers as he stares at the wal O. 
0 subtle Nature ! who hath so compounded 
Our senses, playing into each other's wheels, 
That feeling oft acts substitute for sight, 
As sight becomes obedient to the thought-- 
How canst thou place such wonders at the mercy 
Of every wretch that crawls ? I feel--I see ! 
(Street .lusic as before, but farlher off.) 
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JACCONOT. 

No such matter ; it was my doing. You shouldn't ha' 
ran at me in that fashion with a real sword--I thought 
it had been one o' your sham ones. 

Away 

[IDDLETON. 

HEIrwooD. 

See ! his face changes--lift him up ! 
(they raise and support him) 
Here--place your hand upon his side--here, here N 
Close over mine, and staunch the flowing wound ! 

[ARLOWE (delirious.) 
Bright is the day--the air with glory teemsN 
And eagles wanton in the smile of Jove : 
Can these things be, and Marlowe live no more ! 
0 Heywood ! Heywood ! I had a world of hopes 
About that woman--now in my heart they rise 
Confused, as flames from my life's coloured map, 
That burns until with wrinkling agony 
Its ashes flatten, separate, and drift 
Through gusty darkness. Hold me fast by the arm 
A little aid will save me :--See ! she's here ! 
I clasp thy form--I feel thy breath, my love-- 
And know thee for a sveet saint come to save me 
Save !--is it death I feel--it cannot be death ? 
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JaccoroT (half aside.) 
Marry, but it can !mot else your sword's a foolish dog 
that dar'n't bite his owner. 

{ARLOWE. 

0 friends--dear friends--this is a sorry end-- 
A most unworthy end ! To think--O God !- 
To think that I should fall by the hand of one 
Whose office, like his nature, is all baseness, 
Gives Death ten thousand stings, and to the Grave 
A damniug victory ! Fame sinks with life ! 
A galling--shameful--ignominious end ! (sinks down). 
0 mighty heart ! 0 full and orbed heart, 
Flee to thy kindred sun, rolling on high ! 
Or let the hoary and eternal sea" 
Sweep me away, and swallow body and soul ! 

JACCONOT. 
There'll be no "encore" to either, I wot ; for thou'st 
led an ill life, Master Marlowe ; and so the sweet Saint 
thou spok'st of, will remain nay fair game--behind the 
scenes. 
IARLOWE. 
Liar! slave! sla Kind Master Heywood, 
You will not see me die thus !--thus by the hand 
And maddening tongue of such a beast as that ! 
Haste, if you love me--fetch a leech to help mere 
Here--Middletonsweet friend--a bandage here 
I cannot die by such a handI will not-- 
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help fools to finish me ! He did it himself! He said so 
with his last words !--there stands his friends and brother 
players--put them to their Testament if he said not he 
did it himself? 
CHFF OFFcFr. 
Who is it lies here ?--methinks that I should know him, 
But for the fierce distortion of his face ! 

IDDLETON. 
He who erewhile wrote with a brand of fire, 
Now, in his passionate blood, floats tow'rds the grave 
The present time is ever ignorantm 
We lack clear vision in our self-love's maze ; 
But Marlowe in the future will stand great, 
Whom this--the lowest caitiff in the world-- 
A nothing, save in grossness, hath destroy'd. 

JACCONOT. 
"Caitiff" back again in your throat! and "gross nothing" 
to boot--may you have it to live upon for a month, and 
die mad and starving ! Would'st swear nay life away so 
lightly? Tut! who was he? I could always find the 
soundings of a quart tankard, or empty a pasty in half 
his time, and swear as rare oaths between whiles--who 
was he ? I too ha' write nay odes and Pindar jigs with the 
twinkling of a bedpost, to the sound of the harp and 
hurdygurdy, while Capricornus wagged his fiery beard ; 
I ha' sung songs to the faint moon's echoes at daybreak 
and danced here away and there away, like the lightning 
through a forest! As to your sword and dagger play, 
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IIDDLETON. 
0 Marlowe ! canst thou rise with power no more ? 
Can greatness die thus ? 

HxwooI) (bendin oer the body.) 
Miserable sight ! 

(A shrie ou[side [he house). 

IIDDLETON. 
That cry !--what may that mean ? 

HEvwooI (as if ac,ain). 
I hear no cry. 

IIDDLETON. 
What is't comes hither, like a gust of wind ? 

CECILIA rus/tes fn. 

CECILI2L 

Where--where ? O, then, 'tis true--and he is dead 
All's over nowthere's nothing in the world 
For he who raised nay heart up from the dust, 
And show'd me noble lights in mine own soul, 
Has fled my gratitude and growing love 
I never knew how deep it was till now ! 
Through me, too !do not curse me !I was the cause 
Yet do not curse me--No ! no ! not the cause, 
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But that it happen'd so. This is the reward 
Of Marlowe's love !--why, why did I delay ? 
O, gentlemen, pray for me ! I have been 
Lifted in heavenly air--and suddenly 
The arm that placed me, and with strength sustain'd me, 
Is snatch'd up, starward : I can neither follow, 
Nor can I touch the gross earth any more  
Pray for me, gentlemen !but breathe no blessins 
Let not a blessing sweeten your dread prayers 
I wish no blessingsnor could bear their weight ; 
For I am left, I know not where or how: 
But, pray for me--my soul is buried here. 
( Sins down zo lhe bodj,.) 
MIDDLETON. 
"Cut is the branch that might have grown full straight, 
And burned is Apollo's laurel bough " 
( Solez .) 

arl: Cttrtain. 
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shaver, ii. 45' 
Shelley quoted, i. I55 , 2o6 
shine, iii. Io6 
silverlings, ii. II 
Skelton imitated, iii. 59 
slick, i. -',65 
slop, i. 230 
slubber, ifi. 65 
smell-feast, iii. 239 
snicle, ii. 92 
soil, ii. 343 
sollars, ii. 76 
sometimes, ii. 3  
sonnet, i. 253 
sort, ii. 288 
souse, iii. 264 
Spenser quoted in T, tntburlalste, i. 
83. (I neglected to point out 
that in i. I73, ' As when an 
herd of lusty Cymbrian bulls" 
&c., there is an imitation of a 
passage of the Faerie Qtieene, 
Book I. canto viii.- 
"As great a noyse, as xvhen in Cymbrian 
plaine 
An fieard of/3ulles, whom kindly rage doth 
stin 
/9o for e milkie mothers want compIMne, 
And fill the fields with toublous bcllowinff, 
The neighbour woods around with hol1w 
murmur xing." l 
spials, i...3. 2 
sprung, m. 64 
staring up, hair, iii. 89 
stated, ii. 39 
states, i. 14 
statua, i. i42 
stature, i. 74. 
staves acre, 1. 229 
stems, i. 4 
stern, ii. 365 
stomach, ii. i29 
stools on the stage, iii. 
stoops, i. 69 
strain, i. i55 
subject, i. o 3 
supprised, ii. 3o6 
sure, made, ii. So 
sweating sickness, iii. 224 

taint, i. I2 

take in, iii. 239 
talents, i. 46 
tall, i. I67 
lanti, ii. 
tmxing private, iii. -',I 3 
Theatre and Curtain playhouses, 
iii. 
Theocritus imitated, iii. 6r 
thirling, iii. 9 
tho, iii. xo 7 
three for one, iii. 24o 
timeless, ii. 128 
tires, i. 47 
to, ii. 74 
tobacco, Bobadil's enconium of, 
m. 
tobacco smoked on the stage, iii. 
3  
topless, i. 
tottered, ii. 89 
toy, iii. 86 
train, ii. i83 
trannels, iii. i34 
Trier, i. 
true, true, ii. I27 
Turk of tenpence, ii. 84 
txvigger, ii. 362 
Tyrone's insurrection, iii. 44 
unresisted, ii. 339 
unvalued, i. 8 
ure ii. 48 
vail, ii. 39 
valure, iii. 80 
valurous, i. 
Vanity, Lady, ii. 45 
vaut, i. 3 
villainese, i. 95 
villainy, i. 
Vulcan's dancing, ii..3o4 
wagers laid about actors, ii. 7 
wall'd in, ii. 3o4 
water-work at London Bridge, iii. 
watery star, iii. 9 
when ? ii. 63 
when? can you tell? ii. 
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while, i. 80 
whist, ii. 349 
Wigmore, ii. i62 
will, i. 136 
winter's tale, ii. 36 

[idcx to {/e Votcs. 

"Vordsworth, his Power o] llusic, 
iii. 238 
wreaks, iii. 16o 

Zoacum, i. t35 
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pleasing to the eye." 
Harper's Monthly. 
" The happy rendering of the quaint and piquant fables, and the perfection 
with which the printer and binder have done their work, make the volume 
-verything that could be desired." 
Daily Telegraph. 
" This beautiful edition of ' The Fables of La Fontaine,' hich now appears 
m a form that is highly creditable to the publisher as well as to the printer, ks 
enriched with etchings by Delierre, which are admirable alike for quality and 
appropriateness." 
Westminster Review. 
"A splendid edition of ' The Fables of La Fontaine,' with twenty-five 
original etchings by Delierre. Of these we cannot speak too highly, and 
select for special commendation the portrait of La Fontaine, the Heron, the 
I'eacock, and the Ducks and Tortoise." 
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omancc  . 
Illustrated with Etchings. 
In 12 Vols. crown 8vo, parchment boards or cloth, 7 s. 6d. per vol. 
NOTE.--A few copies printed on large fine paper with etchings 
on Japanese and Whatman paper. (Out ofprht.) 
THE HISTORY OF DON QUIXOTE DE LA MANCHA. 
Translated from the Spanish of M IGUEL DE CERVANTES AAVEDRA 
by ,IOTTEUX. ',Vith copious Notes (including the Sl_anish Ballads), 
and an Essay on the Life and Writings of CERVANTES by JOHN G. 
LOCKHART. Preceded by a Short Notice of the Life and Works of 
PETER ANTHOr'," MOTTEUX by I IENRI VAN LAUN. Illustrated 
with Sixteeu Original Etchings by R. DE Los Rtos. Four Volumes. 
LAZARILLO DE TORMES. Bv Don ])ll".co ]IEND,'ZA. Trans- 
lated by q'HOAS ROSCOE. And'GUZMAN D'ALFARACHE. 
By MATEO ALEIIAN. Translated by I;RADY. Ihustrated with Eight 
Original Etchings by R. DE Los Rtos. Two Volumes. 
ASMODEUS. By LE SAGE. Translated from the French. Illus- 
trated with Four Original Etchings by R. DE Los Ros. 
THE BACHELOR OF SALAMANCA. By LE SAGE. Trans- 
lated from the French by JAtES TOWtSEND. Illustrated with Four 
Original Etchings by R. DE LOS Ros. 
VANILLO GONZALES ; or, The Merry Bachelor. By LE SAGE. 
Translated from the French. Illustrated with Four Original Etchings 
by R. DE Los Rtos. 
THE ADVENTURES OF GIL BLAS OF SANTILLANE. 
Translated from the French of LE SAGE by TOBtAS MOLLETT. 
With Biographical and Critical Notice of LE SAGE by 
SAINTSBURY. New Edition, carefully revised. Illustrated ith 
Twelve Original Etchings by R. E LOS ROS. Three Volumes. 
The Times. 
"This prettily printed and prettily illustrated collection of Spanish Romances 
deserve their welcome from all students of seventeenth century literature." 
Daily Telegraph. 
"A handy and beautiful edition of the works of the Spanish masters of 
romance .... We may say of this edition of the immortal work of Cervantes 
that it is most tastefully and admirably executed, and that it is embellished 
with a series of striking etchings from the pen of the Spanish artist De los 
Rios." 
Scotsman. 
" Handy in form, they are well printed from clear t.viDe, and are got up with 
much elegance; the etchings are full of humour and force. The reading 
public have reason to congratulate themselves that so neat, compact, and well 
arranged an edition of romances that can never die is put wthin their reach. 
"1 he publisher has spared no pains with them." 
Saturday Review. 
"Mr. Nimmo has just brought out a series of Spanish prose works in 
twelve finely got-up volumes." 
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